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Mission Statement
Published annually by the University of New Mexico (UNM), Chamisa: A Journal of Literary,
Performance, and Visual Arts of the Greater Southwest is an online, peer-reviewed, open access
journal that showcases cultural production in the U.S. Southwest. The journal foregrounds
multidisciplinary creative works by, both, recognized and lesser-known artists and writers with
connections to historical and contemporary communities in this region of the country. The journal’s
main objective is to enrich our understanding of the value of the arts in the region by featuring the
diverse views and experiences that shape the full range of creativity across Texas, New Mexico,
Arizona, Colorado, and California.
Chamisa highlights creative community partnerships to promote a greater awareness of the cultural
and intellectual richness that characterizes life in the Southwestern states. The arts of the Southwest
region are abundant, diverse, and often blur the boundaries between categories normally accepted as
corresponding to the structural hierarchies of the art world. As these forms change, they enrich and
redefine the cultural landscape. The journal seeks to capture the dynamic ways that the creative arts in
this region have developed and continue to advance over time, in relation to historically diverse
communities.
Chamisa: A Journal of Literary, Performance, and Visual Arts of the Greater Southwest is sponsored
by the Southwest Hispanic Research Institute (SHRI) at the University of New Mexico. Established in
1980, SHRI promotes inter-disciplinary research related to Latinx/Hispanic populations of New
Mexico, the Southwest, and the United States, and publishes a series of working papers and
monographs, while also supporting and promoting public lectures and research seminars on Latinx
issues. SHRI offers an intellectual home to its UNM faculty associates and currently has over 60
affiliated faculty members from the Colleges of Arts and Sciences, Education, Architecture and
Planning, Medicine/Health Sciences, Fine Arts, Law, and the Anderson School of Management. The
Southwest Hispanic Research Institute is a member of the Inter-University Program for Latinx
Research, a national consortium of Latino studies programs throughout the country, and is supported
by the UNM Office of the Vice President for Research and Economic Development. The Institute also
acknowledges support from, both, public and private entities and foundations.

Inaugural Issue Theme:
Identity, Cultural Practices, and Art in New Mexico

When speaking of New Mexico, identity, cultural practices, and art vary from one region to another
and from one community to the next. Co-existing in this mountainous desert landscape are diverse
cultural discourses of place and a multiplicity of lived realities. If there are certain shared features
across New Mexican communities, what are those commonalities? Alternately, what are the
differences in how people conceptualize being from New Mexico? A central question when
considering identity is how that identity is expressed. Tradition, local cultural production, and the arts
are what normally shape local awareness, memory, and experience. For the inaugural issue of
Chamisa: A Journal of Literary, Performance, and Visual Arts of the Greater Southwest, we present
short stories, poetry, scholarly articles, editorials, photography, painting, and mixed media artworks
that address these questions from a wide range of perspectives and in a wide range of voices that
represent the complex and multifaceted character of New Mexico.

Foreword
The idea for this journal originated with Dr. Leila Flores-Dueñas, Associate Professor of Education at
the University of New Mexico, who noted that many of her colleagues and students possessed hidden
artistic talents yet rarely counted those skills and production as creative or scholarly works of
importance in their academic life. With the goal of providing a space where artists, writers, scholars,
and community members could showcase their ideas, originality, and artistry, she proposed a
professional journal that featured and nurtured artistic community partnerships and greater awareness
of the cultural and intellectual richness that characterizes life in the state of New Mexico. In fall 2014,
Leila approached Dr. Ray Hernández-Durán, then, Associate Professor of Art History in the
Department of Art, to inquire about his possible interest in collaborating on a new journal focused on
New Mexican arts. From 2015 through 2018, Leila and Ray met to discuss the title, content, and format
of the proposed journal but the project was delayed, given the demands of other projects,
administrative obligations, and a lack of internal funding from the university. Things changed, when,
in 2019, Dr. Irene Vásquez was brought on board.
Irene, as Chair of the Department of Chicana and Chicano Studies (CCS) and Director of the Southwest
Hispanic Research Institute (SHRI), a cross-campus Latina/o-centered research institute, was able to
formalize the journal’s status by bringing it under the aegis of SHRI, as one of the institute’s
publications. During meetings for faculty involved in the “Culturally Mapping New Mexico” National
Endowment for the Humanities Digital Project, Ray highlighted the importance of the arts as subject
matter for the grant project. These conversations converged with Leila and Ray’s proposal for a journal
through the Southwest Hispanic Research Institute. The long-term plan is to design a humanities digital
platform that draws on the journal submissions and other forms of textual production to highlight
diverse literary narrative landscapes. Affiliated with a university unit and with access to funding, under
the direction of Leila, Ray, and Irene, the journal planning took on a more structured form and
approach.
The concept of the periodical, as a primarily digital publication with a small print run, including its
mission, content, and editorial board all took form from spring 2019 through spring 2020. During that
period, the final title—Chamisa: A Journal of Literary, Performance, and Visual Arts of the Greater
Southwest—was proposed and approved, and the UNM Digital Repository became involved as the
primary housing unit for the publication. It was also during this phase of development that the decision
to expand the journal’s focus from New Mexico to the larger Southwest was made, which would mean
including a wider variety of subjects, submissions, and perspectives, given the distinct and varied
histories and cultures found throughout the region. The rationale for expanding the periodical’s
purview was tied to ensuring the periodical’s range, relevance, public interest, and longevity. A central
objective of this journal, informed, in part, by a decolonial investment in dissolving barriers and
breaking down hierarchies, has been to recognize, include, and place different voices in conversation
with one another, whether individual or communal, academic or popular, rural or urban, student or
established scholar, institutionally affiliated or independent.

As the journal planning proceeded, the editors decided that each issue would be assigned a theme, as
a way to focus submissions around specific topics pertaining to the Southwest. Given the status of the
journal as a SHRI publication coming out of the University of New Mexico, and reflecting the original
idea for the publication, Leila, Ray, and Irene, as Chief Co-Editors, decided to devote the inaugural
issue to an exploration of identity, culture, and art in New Mexico. In spring 2020, a flyer with a call
for submissions was widely circulated via various professional and social networks inviting potential
contributors to submit by the deadline, which was initially set in April 2020. However, with the
profound disruptions caused by the COVID-19 pandemic, the deadline was extended to September
2020; thus, the bulk of the work on the current issue took place from September 2020 through March
2021.
The inaugural issue of Chamisa that you are now reading is the result of a monumental cooperative
effort. Beginning with Leila, Ray, and Irene; followed by the editorial board, Dr. Patricia Perea, Levi
Romero, Dr. Patricia Rosas-Lopátegui, and Mónica Sánchez; SHRI Unit Administrator, Jacqueline
Alderete; graduate students, Melisa García and Moisés Santos (editorial assistance), Alexandro Jesús
Jara (copyediting), and Luis Sánchez Tapia (digital design); and finally, and most importantly, the
contributors who submitted work, the journal would not have been possible without local interest,
community support, and collaboration across units at the university. The editors would also like to
extend a special thanks to the Department of Chicana and Chicano Studies for supporting the launch
of the first issue.
The Chamisa editorial board is preparing to publish a new call for submissions for the second issue of
the journal. With adequate support and sufficient interest, we hope to cultivate an audience and
produce more issues that gather creative works capturing the deep histories, cultural complexities, and
expressive beauty of the Southwest in all of its facets. Our aim is to provide a forum for individuals of
all backgrounds and relationships to the Southwest to share work, experiences, and ideas. We hope
that the vision and effort that gave form to this publication come through and resonate with people
everywhere.

Dedication
We wish to dedicate the inaugural issue of Chamisa: A Journal of Literary, Performance, and Visual
Arts of the Greater Southwest to the memory of Noel Márquez (1953–2020), son of New Mexico,
Chicano activist, environmentalist, and prolific artist, who boldly and beautifully evoked in his work
community struggles, popular aspirations, and local creativity throughout his life.

Gerard Escamilla, “Noel Márquez Painting a Mural at the Carlsbad Museum
and Arts Center,” 2012
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Francisco LeFebre, “Añiles de Mi Tierra,” 1978, Oil on Canvas
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Of Motherhood, Caldo y Atole
by Amanda Rose García

Heat stroked pastures lie scorned and sun-scorched Skies
a deep auburn near eight pm
Reminds me my heart fears all but running
But tonight,
We are home
Tonight, caldo on the stove.
Muted moans lurk, pent up creeks of Hardwood floors
The leaking faucet contests
How heavy the burden of a water bill On
the mind of a woman eighty feet tall,
No, rather eighty-four years old
Grey and weary, beads of turquoise dress her neck
Back bent, she creeps to tighten the faucet best she can
Her calloused hands pour me a thick serving of atole
Hot from the stove, worn but steady pot, rusting
Has seen many a cure cooked and boiled
For bruises and heartaches alike
Atole, now sliding past the lump in my throat,
Warms my chest for a moment
Heat rushes through my arms and
To the pit of my stomach
Lingering like heat does when the heater works
Last Christmas remembers me this warm but
A quick draft sneaks past cracked adobe
Whispers the hairs on the back of my neck to a rigid attention
Her voice raspy but certain as words wobble out slowly
“Todavía eres madre”
Words pierce my ears so sharp I believe they start to Bleed, or otherwise, heat now drips out of me
Down the side of my face
My eyes drooping, shift toward the stuttering hand on the clock My pulse lapping the tick, neck now
pounding
“No importa lo que digan”
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She prepares a bowl of caldo
Caldo, her favorite
Pushes us from summer to winter
From fields yellow and rich
To fields lifeless, unforgiving
Caldo, a labor, reward for hard work
What is it then when all your hard work has been
Mourning a loss the size of 38 weeks in your ribcage?
Perhaps insufferable.
Skies of auburn, now dimming, reflect from the window seal
Dusty and dreadful from dragging in draft
Atole, now but residue residing in an empty glass,
Thickens the lump in my throat,
She is not wrong…
They talk.
“How can the bloodline of a healer not keep life,
not foster a womb warm and giving enough?”
The clock reads seven minutes until eight
Seven minutes is an eternity when all you have is
The coursing time through you,
Time which has evaded you
But seven minutes,
Seven minutes old is nearly
Four-hundred piercing breaths,
If they could only reach past the
Lump in my throat,
Seven minutes old is
Not even the blink of an eye,
Welling with tears, with fury
Furiously, blood red skies burning through me
I wonder, is it my blood spilling over
Or has the dust choked the sun?
All that was left of me,
A hole now too throbbing to nurse
With even a bowl of caldo
Cold from catching draft on the counter
I rest my head on the shoulder of a woman eighty feet tall
A woman who has carried life into this world
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More times than I could.
More times than I could count now with tears rushing forward
She holds my heart back from running
“Suéltalo” she says,
The pastures could use the rain.

4

Cosmic Desert Art
by Mike Graham De La Rosa
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Spirit of the Mound: An Illustrated Short Story
by Tom Montoya
The sun rose on the horizon, determined to assert control of the sky as the night slowly surrendered
its cool darkness to the sun’s penetrating light. Some say the sun always wins, but in these parts, it is
I who dominates the scene. Despite the sun’s relentless efforts to impose its will on creation, it is my
picturesque allure that commands attention. I am the Wagon Mound Hill and my majestic presence
can be spotted for miles and miles. My vantage point has allowed me to witness nature’s pageantry,
including the humanity on parade in the village below.
What follows is a story about two Wagon Mound-village boys, Gilbert and his younger brother,
Tomás, who narrates this tale about their struggle to survive during one memorable summer long
ago.

Francisco LeFebre, “Pastores del Cerro,” 2021

The final bell of the school year rang and I joined the rush of excited first graders towards the
classroom exit, where my brother Gilbert waited for me. We hurried up the short, narrow path, happy
that summer vacation had finally arrived. Our adobe house, which the whole family helped build,
stood on top of a hill at the edge of the village of Wagon Mound. Our mother, Eliza, was in the
kitchen making tortillas on the wood-burning stove. She saw us and smiled.
“Did you pass to the next grade?” She asked.
“Yes,” we replied together.
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She paused, wiped her hands on her apron, adjusted her glasses, and examined our report cards.
After she put the report cards down, she spread chokecherry jelly on a tortilla and cut it in half. We
sat at the kitchen table, slowly savoring the tangy-sweet taste of the jelly on the warm tortilla. “Don’t
get jelly on your school clothes.” She enjoyed seeing family and friends eat the food that she made
and served at our kitchen table. “Your father wants you to meet him at Vorenberg’s,” she said. “You
can change after you come back from the store.”
We liked walking on Main Street through the village down to the general store. Lucas, who worked
as a cashier most of the time, had a reputation for honesty. Today he was stocking groceries near the
front of the store. I caught sight of my father and shouted, “I passed to the second grade!” The words
burst out of my mouth as I dashed through the door. An older lady shopping on the next aisle gave
me a curious look. I felt my face flush. In the village, bragging, especially in public, was frowned
upon. My father and mother often had to remind me to practice holding my tongue.
“And I passed to the fourth grade,” Gilbert added.
Father paused and studied our report cards. He fixed a gaze on Gilbert, then looked at me before
placing one hand on each of our shoulders. “Muy bien, very good,” he said. I will reward you each
with a new straw hat to protect you from the New Mexico sun. It can make you sick.”
“Gracias,” we replied, echoing each other’s joy as we walked to the hat counter. Gilbert chose a
brown hat, size 7 ½, and checked himself in the mirror. I chose a light green one, size 6 ½. A hint of
a smile formed on Father’s lips. We wore our hats on the way home, hoping some of our friends
would see us and reluctantly removed them at Mother’s insistence before we sat down at the dinner
table.

Francisco LeFebre, “La Plaza Wagen,” 2016

13

After supper, Mother filled a bowl with warm water and stirred in salt. We took turns soaking the
new hats, slowly letting the excess water drip off. Father showed us how to massage the crown and
the brim of our hats and set them on a towel to dry overnight.
Tomorrow, we would start our new job of taking care of the family herd of sheep and goats. I was
seven years old and Gilbert would turn ten soon. Each of the nine children contributed to the survival
of our family. Ánimo—initiative—was preached and demonstrated daily by our parents. Later in life,
I was to realize and appreciate the power of ánimo. We slept that night, feeling content about our
progress in school and our new hats.
“Watch out for Tomás,” Father said sternly to Gilbert at breakfast the next morning.
Gilbert responded, “I will,” nodding to him then looking at me. He was proud of our father’s trust in
him and took his role as older brother seriously. Learning to be careful was one of the many lessons I
would have to learn.
We put on our hats and walked to the corral. He pushed and I pulled on the heavy wooden gate, but
before it was completely open, the hungry animals bolted out of the enclosure, eager to find weeds
and grass to eat. I panicked and took off after them.
“Cuidado con las víboras!” Gilbert yelled with worry.
The warning pierced through my body. I froze. In my rush to chase down the animals I had not
stopped to think about rattlesnakes. Looking down at my feet, I listened for the sickening hissing
sound of a rattler. I cleared my throat and checked again. Nothing! I exhaled. Relief oozed through
every pore in my body. I glanced at Gilbert and saw him pick up a rock with a sharp edge. I bent
down and despite my trembling hands, I picked up a rock, as well; Gilbert nodded with approval.
“Always carry a rock for protection,” he said gently.
One of the ways we passed the time was throwing rocks at targets, such as fence posts or bushes. I
was proud that my aim was straight, but Gilbert could throw farther. The herd grazed on the rocky
foothills at the base of the Wagon Mound Hill. Our main task was to make sure the animals did not
stray into a vecino’s garden. It was unthinkable to my father that our carelessness might cause the
destruction of a neighbor’s vegetable patch. The vegetables harvested from their gardens were vital
to the survival of many villagers and we dared not disgrace our family. A black-and-white goat with
long aggressive horns was the bully and leader of the herd. It wore a bell around its neck allowing us
to locate the animals if we got distracted while playing and lost sight of the herd. The muffled
tinkling of the bell was sweet to our ears when we found the herd grazing on our property and not in
some neighbor’s yard.
By June, three weeks after Gilbert and I started tending to the animals, the land was in the grip of a
severe drought. Worry showed on the villagers’ faces. Hope for the arrival of monsoon rains was
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wearing thin. Sometimes, we overheard our parents’ growing desperation in their hushed
conversations.
“Tía Anne could ask the priest to lead us in praying a novena, asking San Juan to send us rain,”
Mother whispered to Father one evening during supper.
“This priest is more interested in what happens to us after we die than our survival here on earth,”
Father answered between sips of coffee. “Besides, he only listens to rich people.
“Tía Anne could ask Mrs. Doolin to suggest a novena to the priest. The people in church know she
donates the most money to the Sunday collection.”
“I wish I had the faith in saints you and our vecinos have.” Father retorted sharply, placing his coffee
cup on the table, indicating that he wanted a refill.
Later that night, a vecino came to visit our family.
“Ya estoy cansado de esta pinche sequía,” I overheard the neighbor say.
My ears perked up when I heard him curse the drought. Although I knew bad words, I was strictly
forbidden to cuss and it was unusual for adults to curse near children.
“Maybe, it will rain tomorrow,” Father said.
“I will believe it when I see it,” the neighbor answered.
We recited nine days of prayer as our mother wished, but all the clouds brought were wind and dust.
Father studied the Farmer’s Almanac faithfully and watched the sky daily. He warned us one
morning before leaving for work,“Cuidado con los relámpagos y truenos. If you see lightning or
hear thunder nearby, bring the herd to the corral and come inside the house quickly.” He often told
the story of his two nephews who were killed by lightning as they sought shelter from the rain under
a cedar tree. He had taken us to the lonely hill once before and showed us the mangled tree. He
demonstrated how the two boys were found hugging each other with their small dog at their feet.
One mid-July afternoon, Gilbert and I sat underneath a piñon tree, enjoying its shade and relishing
the lingering sugary taste of grape-flavored Kool-Aid. We watched the sheep and goats search
restlessly for something to eat. Fortunately, both these animals have small mouths that allow them to
nibble on short stubs of weeds and grasses between rocks that cows and horses cannot reach so they
did not struggle to find food. On the western horizon, a few clouds gathered slowly, silently
changing shapes as if playing hide-and-seek with the sun. Gilbert removed his hat and wiped the
sweat from his forehead with the sleeve of his shirt. I followed his example.
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“Maybe we will get lucky today,” I declared. Rain meant a break from the loneliness and boredom of
herding sheep and goats. Gilbert remained silent, watching the clouds pile on top of each other,
becoming thicker and darker with the promise of rain. A gentle breeze with a hint of moisture
reached us. Our hopes soared. If we took the herd in, our mother might let our sister, Amelia bake
cookies. We might get to play our favorite game, pretending we each owned a ranch. Our
imaginations would turn tree branches into corrals and create cows and horses from pebbles and
sticks.
Suddenly, Gilbert tugged at my shirt, bringing his forefinger to his lips indicating quiet. “Did you
hear thunder?” he asked worriedly? Cautiously? Hopefully? There was a low rumbling in the
distance. We moved away from under the tree. Some of the animals raised their heads and stopped
eating. The breeze grew stronger. Gusts of dust stung our eyes and left a gritty taste in our mouths. It
thundered again.
“We should take the herd in before it is too late,” I said with trepidation.
Gilbert started to answer when a deafening roar of thunder shook the air. A jagged lightning bolt
cracked the sky. There was no place to hide. We gathered the animals and raced down the hills,
throwing rocks, forcing the herd to run faster. How could the weather become so violent so fast?
Fortunately, the normally stubborn animals obeyed and headed toward the corral. My heart felt like it
was going to burst through my chest. My legs grew heavy and my lungs begged for air. There was
one more hill to climb when the rain started. In a matter of moments, it turned to blinding sheets of
water. It was impossible to see. I slipped on a wet rock, stumbled, and fell face down. Booming
thunder and bolts of lightning threatened to tear the sky apart. Stunned and shaken, I closed my eyes.
“Get up! Please get up,” Gilbert pleaded.
I forced myself to rise, picked up my crumpled hat, and followed the sheep into the corral. The
stench of wet wool irritated my nose. Gilbert counted the animals; the six goats and fifteen sheep
were all there. I sat on a bale of hay, sheltered from the storm, unable to help him move the gate. I
was soaking wet. My arms and legs hurt. I felt stiff all over and it was painful to breathe.
“Let’s stay here until the storm stops,” I said to Gilbert softly.
“No,” he replied quickly. “Remember, Father told us to come inside the house quickly.” He dashed
toward the house. My fear of being left alone overpowered my dread of lightning. I had no choice
but to follow him. Either I was carried on wings or he slowed to let me reach the house first, where
our mother waited pale with worry.
“Gracias a Dios, you are safe,” she said, handing each of us a towel to dry ourselves.
“Yes, thank God,” I remarked, making the sign of the cross.
“And the herd is safe, too,” Gilbert replied proudly.
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That evening at supper, our mother talked about our courage and how thankful she was that God had
watched over us. Our father listened and commented, “Yes, you were very brave, but we need to
learn from this experience. This is probably the start of the monsoon season so keep the herd closer
to the corral. Do not take any chances. If you see dark clouds on the horizon bring the herd in
immediately.”
“Caring for the herd is important, but your lives are more important. Our family could not bear to
lose you boys.” Mother continued her loving and worried declaration, “El amor es la cosa más
preciosa entre una familia. Sin ustedes, nuestra familia no está completa.”

Francisco LeFebre, “El Vaquero,” 2000
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Photographs
by María Varela
Resistance here means building a culturally sustainable economy by regenerating centuries-old
cultural practices

María Varela, “Village of La Puente, New Mexico,” 1984
©Maria Varela
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It Takes a Village

María Varela, “Hand Spinning, Village of Los Ojos, New Mexico,” 1985
©Maria Varela
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Endurance

María Varela, “Hand Dyeing, Village of Los Ojos, New Mexico,” 1985
©Maria Varela
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Winter Weaving in Los Ojos Workshop

María Varela, “Village of Los Ojos, New Mexico,” 1984
©Maria Varela
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Señora Sevilla Salazar, born in 1908, lived all her life in the village of La Puente, New Mexico. After
her parents died, she inherited a small flock of Churro sheep, which she brought to her marriage in
1948. She preserved the nearly extinct Churro sheep breed by refusing to let her son ‘modernize’ their
flock by selling off the Churro.

María Varela, “La Puente, New Mexico,” 1986
©Maria Varela
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How La Raza Became Invisible1
by Anita Otilia Rodríguez, Ranchos de Taos, January 2021
“History happens to people, our little lives are like the cells of a hologram. Our personal stories are miniature
replicas of a larger historical narrative.”
Grandma Coyota2

My mother, Grace Graham King, was one of the privileged white women who came to Taos shortly
after it was occupied by the United States. She came to study art, wandered into my father’s
drugstore on the plaza, and drank the chocolate soda he made especially for her. Alfredo Antonio
Rodríguez’s Aztec ancestors well knew the aphrodisiac qualities of chocolate. So, despite the mutual
horror of their families, they married. That was about 1935.
In 1962, Grace published a little book of cartoons, titled, “Viva los Turistas!” from which I include a
drawing. (Fig. 1) New Mexican tourism was profoundly influenced by the Taos art colony, whose
stunning images revealed to the world our achingly beautiful land and strikingly different cultures.
Almost all of Mother’s drawings are spoofs on the way the local community perceived the
tourists—clueless.

Figure 1. From the booklet, Viva los Turistas by Grace Rodríguez, 1962; Caption: “Did y’all build this with
FHA?”

Artists and writers had just put Taos on the map and among Mother’s peers were such names as
Willa Cather, Georgia O’Keefe, Mary Austin, Millicent Rodgers, and of course, Mabel Dodge
Luhan. These Anglo-American women helped shape the role our local art community played in our
“La Raza” means “The People " and, as in probably most languages, means particularly, “Our People.”
Grandma Coyta is a semi-mythical, capricious but very wise being who appears in the writer’s paintings and writings
without invitation.
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famously diverse but racially segregated community.
Eager to escape the restrictions of Victorian society and passionate about preserving “vanishing” art
forms, these women painters—and the cliques they founded—were oblivious to the harm they
inflicted on local communities. These women were unaware of their participation in the colonization
of peoples whose worldviews were completely unknown to them. In fact, it was precisely the
differences between them and the “other” that inspired their passion to consume the “exotic.”
Cultural appropriation was not then recognized as racist or damaging.
Tourism facilitated, supported, and perpetuated colonialist aims and myths. The paintings of Bert
Phillips, Joseph Henry Sharp, Eanger Irving Couse, Ernest Blumenschien, Oscar Berninghaus, and
Herbert Dunton were pivotal in developing the tourist industry. They collectively marketed their
images of Indians to Fred Harvey, who used them to launch the tourist business in the Southwest.
There is some clutching of pearls over questioning the artistic integrity of intentionally painting for
advertising purposes—“Is it real art?”3 OK, so they painted for money. I know that’s tacky but the
real question here concerns a deeper, more profound form of integrity. Tourism represents a stage in
the development of colonialism and colonialism is violence. This might not have been as clear in
1930 as it is now. But today, people who do not understand the violence implicit in colonialism are
guilty of willful ignorance.
Commercializing “otherness” is inherently racist and the tourist industry is almost entirely based
upon cultural appropriation and commercialization. White privilege permits indifference to the
collective impact Anglo American artists have on the cultures that “inspire” them.
With emphasis, I want to stress the importance of recognizing that romanticizing or idealizing a
people is equally as injurious, racist, and insulting, as degrading or vilifying them. The act of
designating anyone as fundamentally “other” than yourself, as men have done to women, or white
people have done to people of color, is a step toward racism’s and misogyny’s implicit goals –
genocide and gendercide. Furthermore, “othering” another human being irrevocably impoverishes
and distorts one’s own reality.
While Anglo Americans used their white privilege to support the return of Blue Lake (a 67-year-long
struggle culminating in success in 1970 and indisputably a good thing), the same clique of Anglo
Americans was literally stealing La Raza’s santos (our religious art) and were vocally unsympathetic
about the loss of the land grants. “Well! The Spanish stole it from the Indians.”
The loss of land caused shattering cultural trauma and impoverishment for the Indigenous and Raza
communities alike. It meant the loss of grazing land, access to firewood, food-gathering, and
hunting, and drove men and adult children elsewhere to find work, breaking up families and
weakening community safety nets.
From a self-sustaining agricultural people with an intact, functioning culture, we became landless,
cheap, seasonal labor. These effects continue into the present. New Mexico’s unemployment rate,
3

For more on “...clutching of pearls,” see the PBS production, “Painting Taos,” KNME, 2009.
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poverty, addiction problems, lack of housing, educational challenges, high property crime, and racial
apartheid can all be traced to the loss of the land and the system that appropriated it. Colonialism is
an ongoing structure of violence with multiple layers of oppression that generate negative
consequences.
Mabel manifested an iconic narrative of her time when she married Tony Lujan from Taos Pueblo. In
New Mexico, Anglo American men had been marrying into Hispanic families for decades, assuming
land titles and capital, and changing the nature of social relations and local economics. Mabel’s
marriage signified another chapter in the intersection between colonialism and ethnic relations. She
lived in real life the myth of the “Noble Savage,” conceived by Jean-Jacques Rousseau and
propagated by Aldous Huxley, who was a member of Mabel’s clique. Hers was THE marriage in the
society of her time and was featured in newspapers from Taos’s El Crepúsculo to the New York Times.
Along with the racist mythologizing of the “noble savage” comes the shadow image of the “ignoble
savage”—to borrow a term from sociologist, Tomás Atencio, one of the founders of La Academia de
La Nueva Raza. Hispanics became the “ignoble savages.”
Mythologizing Native peoples as “noble” embellished tourist advertising and played to a popular
intellectual affectation of the time. By contrast, for Anglo American purposes, the racially-mixed
population of Mexican descent or Hispanic people lacked any commercial or romantic value, other
than as manual laborers. It was the land they wanted. Racialized ideologies completely erased the
pre-existing colonial presence of Mexico and Spain, a geo-political historical reality in the region
that the U.S. preferred to ignore to feed its Manifest Destiny rationale.
My mother’s marriage to a self-identified Mexican is an example of the complex social relations
produced by colonial and imperial logic. Her family had nowhere near the Dodge fortune but Mother
was a member of the small Anglo clique and the daughter of upper-class southerners. My father was
poor but from a family of educators and a business owner. But the day after their modest wedding, in
what was then a very small town, no Anglo OR Spanish-speaking person congratulated them, not on
the plaza nor in the drugstore. Their marriage was unmentionable, even in our little town newspaper,
El Crepúsculo. This says something about the complexity of racism in New Mexico and the depth of
feelings surrounding it.
The Hispanic people of northern New Mexico have been erased to the extent that on the popular
information site, Wikipedia, it says, “The Taos art colony is an art colony founded in Taos, New
Mexico, by artists attracted by the rich culture of the Taos Pueblo and beautiful landscape. Hispanic
craftsmanship of furniture and tin work played a role in creating a multicultural tradition of art work
in the area.” From this paragraph it would be possible to conclude that La Raza is extinct and left
behind only artifacts and crafts – not even “art.”
Why did La Raza end up being erased from view? Lots of reasons.
Prior to and after the so-called Mexican-American War (1846–1848), Mexicans were demonized as
an enemy population, a process that continued through the end of the nineteenth century and into the
first decades of the twentieth century, only a few years before the founding painters arrived. Even
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my mother, who was born one year after the Mexican Revolution (1910), mixed poison for Pancho
Villa in her doll dishes. Advocates or expressions of Mexican autonomy and self-determination were
loathed by state officials and journalists, and this trickled down to the general population. The
literature of the time described the local population as, "dirty, ignorant, drunken, and lazy." New
Mexico's petition for statehood was initially denied because of this “social undesirability.” So, partly
in the hopes that statehood would stop the massive land fraud, our politicians decided to emphasize
our Spanish blood to "whiten" the petition, which was still not granted until 1912 although that did
not stop the land loss or lessen the racism.
In the eyes of Protestants who were riding the wave of Manifest Destiny, the picturesque
enchantment attributed to the “noble Pueblo savages” did not extend to the “ignoble Catholic
Mexican savages.”
The hippies repeated this syndrome of selective racism like some kind of eerie group reincarnation.
While Dennis Hopper, who bought Mabel’s house in 1970, posted armed guards on the roof to look
out for the “ignoble savages” (or Chicanos) inside, the “noble savages” or Pueblo neighbors partied
on Dennis’s nickel. Also characteristic of both generations of Anglo migrants was the erasure of the
United States’ conquest of 1847 and an emphasis on the Spanish conquest of 1540. Occupied
populations, in the selective vision of all colonizers, exist for the dominant society, either as relics of
the past, obscured artifacts, and museum objects, or as commercially-exploitable objects.
Hunger for land and natural resources, fattened on the myth of Manifest Destiny, expressed itself in
Taos in the form of real estate agencies, one of which was actually named, “Doughbelly Price’s Clip
Joint.”
Perhaps the most famous among the corrupt land speculators drawn to the statewide land boom was
Arthur Manby, who was murdered in Taos. My father was one of the businessmen who found his
decapitated corpse when they went to collect unpaid debts in September 1917.
One of Daddy’s favorite stories was about the springs that still bear Manby’s name. He owned the
springs and the grazing land above, and Daddy said he sold it repeatedly to poor sheepherders. When
their sheep were conveniently corralled and several payments pocketed, he would dress up as a ghost
and scare them off, then keep the money and the sheep, and sell it all again. (Fig. 2)
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Figure. 2. Drawing by Anita Otilia Rodríguez, Manby and Sheep, 2019; Caption “Manby would dress up as a
ghost and scare them off.”

U.S. occupiers allowed the Pueblos to keep most of the land immediately surrounding their villages,
although there was continuing encroachment everywhere else. But 85% of the land grants upon
which the Spanish-speaking people had lived for centuries was lost in a historic, frenzied, land grab
before Anglo painters got here. The government confiscated millions of acres and converted them
into the Bureau of Land Management and Kit Carson Forest; land speculators, such as the Maxwell
Grant, accumulated the biggest tracts of land in the history of the country.
The ongoing unequal application of laws and different perceptions of Natives and Mexicans upset
an old and fragile relationship between two old neighbors already on the defensive under the
encroachments of colonialism. And the new players brought the programming of a white
supremacist system behind them, which always divides. “Dichos” or sayings are an integral,
colorful and pungent addition to New Mexican oral tradition. There are people who remember
dozens and have one for every occasion. A favorite dicho here, en el norte, that captures these
historical developments goes like this: “Cuando vino el alhambre, vino el hambre.” (“When the wire
came, hunger came.”)
After the Reconquista (1790), when the Spanish returned to New Mexico after the Pueblo Rebellion
of 1680, a century and a half passed before the United States absorbed the northern Mexican
territories that comprised New Mexico. During that time, Pueblo and Hispanic people changed each
other in a crucible of relative solitude.
A geographic settlement pattern dictated by the availability of water had made Spanish villages and
Pueblos close neighbors, obliging people to share the water and resulting, inevitably, in trade and the
sharing of material culture, remedies, seeds, recipes, architectural and agricultural techniques,
beliefs, and attitudes. Necessity forged alliances to fight Comanches, Kiowas, Navajos, and Apaches
together. Human nature provoked intermarrying, squabbling, friendships, feuds, and the whole
spectrum of relationships.
But there is a peculiarly New Mexican, highly selective, cross-cultural intimacy between the Pueblos
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and the Spanish settlements that maintains religious privacy and simultaneously, permits lifelong,
generational relationships. This phenomenon was formalized by serious ceremonial relationships
through marriage, confirmation or baptism (close bonds known in Spanish as, compadrazgo).
Perhaps the real victory of 1680 was that it established a template for religious freedom and privacy
with impenetrable protections against spiritual appropriation – but still made room for cooperation,
harmony, and intimate, authentic cross-cultural relationships. (Fig. 3)

Figure 3. Drawing by Anita Otilia Rodríguez, Horseshoe Game, 2019; Caption: “In my father’s time, many
people spoke Tiwa and Spanish. There were tri-lingual horseshoe games on the plaza, liberally peppered with
jokes.”

This fragile détente has steadily eroded since the occupation of 1847, battered by the continuous
violence of ongoing colonialism. Mine may be the last generation to carry in living memory the
template for a beautiful way to resolve and reconcile cultural conflict and confluence. New Mexico
is a petri dish for authentic diversity and I believe our historical experience has something to teach.
Our historical experience is longer than the occupier’s—longer than the history of the United States.
Reflecting this long presence in the region, one of the older popular dichos in el norte is, “El diablo
sabe más por viejo que por diablo.” (“The Devil knows more from being old than from being the
Devil.”)
Under the new U.S. laws, the old relationship between Taos Pueblo and Hispanic Taos town began to
break down. The selective application of divisive racism and exploitative property laws had
consequences.
U.S. annexation and occupation stimulated a land feeding-frenzy, and it was open season on
Hispanic farm lands, villages, and commons, and private property was suddenly taxed. By contrast,
Pueblo villages and lands were held in trust and could not be sold, taxed, or mortgaged. This had
severe economic consequences for the reservations and is one of the reasons for poverty and the
sustained lack of development in Indian Country. Ironically, however, this isolation permitted greater
cultural cohesion and privacy for the Pueblos. Hispanic villages and private houses were subject to
sale, leading to the breakup of extended families and the weakening of intergenerational support
systems.
“Enchantment” means the substitution of an imagined reality for the historical facts. The Land of
Enchantment is an imperialist fantasy, enchanting only for the privileged, while behind the romantic
facade generated by the colonizer, the real-life historical experience of the two oldest communities in
northern New Mexico has been brutally dis-enchanting.

28

Generational New Mexicans have been historically traumatized and continue to be in ways that
Anglo migrants have not. Whatever personal hardships our Anglo neighbors have survived, they
have not been conquered as a people, lost their land, been enslaved, and their community has not
been subjected to systematic genocide, mass incarceration, ongoing police killings, and racial
violence.
History tells us that not only is the dispossession of Native peoples and the legacy of slavery a living
part of our country’s present circumstances but science is saying that the emotional impact of
violence on our ancestors changes our bodies. Basically, the ground-breaking science of epigenetics,
polyvagal theory, and cutting-edge brain science suggest that the traumas of previous generations
“turn on” or “turn off” certain genes linked to disease and dysfunction; in other words, memory and
trauma is literally embedded in the body and passed down through generations. This discovery is
revolutionizing biology, psychology, medicine, and changing the way we think about history—and
how we make history.
What you just read is a window into the hearts, the blood memory, and bones of Hispanic and Native
strangers you pass on the street here in Taos and in New Mexico. And it is just a peek into the grand,
sweeping, complicated, tragic, bloody, beautiful, violent story of those of us who have ancestors
buried here.
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Paintings by Rudy J. Miera

Rudy J. Miera, “Tomás,” 2017, Acrylic Paint on Canvas
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Rudy J. Miera, “Hombre Azúl,” 2017, Acrylic Paint on Canvas
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Rudy J. Miera, “George and Crystal,” 2018, Acrylic Paint on Canvas
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My Bearish Life: A Visual Representation of a Queer Subculture
by Adam David Bencomo
As a native from Albuquerque, New Mexico, I have explored many places and experienced many
different people. Since graduating from the University of New Mexico, I have grown into not
just an artist and educator, but I have embraced myself more specifically as a queer artist and
activist.
I found a home in the queer community amongst the bear community. This subculture was
formed to welcome men with various girths, heights, and densities of body hair. It has existed
for many years, and at times had forms of exclusivity. The bear community has both positive
and negative aspects that helped shape my identity, and it has opened my eyes to evolving and
encompassing broader aspects of the queer community within my life.
My coming out was a very rough process. Numerous relationships changed in a negative way,
which included my family and friends. When I found friends who accepted me as me, it
was confusing in the beginning. They loved hearing me laugh, seeing me smile, and
encouraged me to live my life just as it is. RuPaul says that as gay people, we get to choose our
family. This is a glimpse of mine. So, welcome to My Bearish Life.
Thank you to my friends who made me feel at home with you. You are my family.
This is a photographic dialogue of queer body radical acceptance as told by Adam David
Bencomo, a native of Albuquerque, New Mexico and University of New Mexico Alumnus.
Photographic images include: Body Positivity, Mer-Bear, Yes, I CAN Do a Handstand - Adam
at The Woods Campground, and Hiking with Ben.
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Adam David Bencomo, “Body Positivity,” 2017

Adam David Bencomo, “Mer-Bear,” 2019
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Adam David Bencomo, “Yes, I CAN Do a Handstand: Adam at The Woods
Campground,” 2019

Adam David Bencomo, “Hiking with Ben,” 2017
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Río Hondo
by Corilia Ortega

I run.
As gently and diligently as the Rio Hondo, her origins being from the highest peaks of this high desert,
and mine being tucked away humbly at their base.
Every evening a halo of sorbet orange crowns my braided piñon brown hair as I meander through the
red willow along the acequia; my vecinos know that it is borrowed from the alpine glow of the Sangre
de Cristos. For their temporary sundown crowns are also ruby, amethyst, and on most occasions
turquoise.
I have found the fuzzy poleo. I’ve been sent to gather for tomorrow’s sun tea. The glass gallon jars of
pickles from last week’s junta will now be on a south-facing windowsill and when it’s time to come
in from the field, we’ll fill our glasses with ice and tea and the aromatic poleo. I’ve found more than
enough and leave plenty behind –we never take all of any one single remedio.
So now I can walk home, adding the last item of my treasure hunt from my Mom’s list to my basket
that also has matured quelites, verdolaga, a small collection of wild asparagus seed, and always, some
sunflowers and sweet clover. I avoid stepping on my cousins, the perfectly stretching yerba negra and
sticky yellow grindalia, and as I reach the bottom of the hill—
where the view of our mountain is most magnificentI pause to honor the enticing prickly pear fruit that has fresh deer droppings scattered about. For the
venados also know, if not better than me, where all the goodies have been growing.
////
Enough about me, my friends, for you are here to learn more about her. You are wondering “Where is
this place?” And “Why is it worth saying that it is not the same as Santa Fe, Abiquiu, Española, or
Dixon?”
We can all agree that there are traces of tender similarities between our time in place on this generous
land but I’ve been noting the differences. Like how a mother can distinguish between gemelas, I too
can tell you the differences.
Our Río Hondo flows unapologetically under the bridge on HWY 522 and although that is home for
me, she stays traveling towards the sunset, eager to meet up with her older brother, Río el Grande.
I am glad we are forever friends in this hidden valley. I do not believe you will see her look like this
anywhere else in our condado. For she told me a secret once, and if you are of the same character of
our loyal chipilotes arriving in spring, I will share it with you. But if you have magpie tendencies,
although clever, this word is not for you. For you will share it widely and soon all will know and then
come to stake their claim.
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El secreto del Río Hondo.
She whispered to my barefoot toes:
“Eres especial. This is the most beautiful area I have ever yearned after. I never tire of my
journey to this place. Even when I’m flowing at my lowest—and you think I’m disappearing
forever—I assure you, I will remain. For you belong to me,” she continued giggling, “It has
something to do with the basalt walls and cholla greeting me and the lush vegas and montaña
bidding me farewell—you see? My dearest friends are all right here. We are together.”

It’s her truth and I carry it deeply in my corazón.

For every time I drive the seven miles between the last blinking light to our haven, I feel the same
sense of delight as I descend from the mesa to our valle.
Basalt and cholla to my left. Vegas and cottonwoods to my right—with the reigning mountain queen
in the backdrop.
Unlike her I cross above the bridge, moving north. She is the finish line, a lush green ribbon stretching
east to west saying “welcome home m’ija.”
Every morning she says “nos vemos al rato” as I rush to work, and every evening she greets me,
declaring “¡al fin llegastes!”
And every day of my life I am reminded that I am hers. Because of her, and only her, was I dreamt
about and raised here. All of us. Eternally dependent on her life-giving waters.
We are her secret.
And she is mine.
////
My full basket rests on my hip, and my aspen skin gets goosebumps as I gaze down the hillside, seeing
the last aura of flickering sun on the distant homes. The field of blue corn, calabaza, and bolita beans
sway in harmony as they listen to the chistes of the crickets. The golondrinas are feasting on evening
bugs while the chipilotes begin their effortless soar to rest in their favorite poplar trees.
In two weeks, this will not be my view and I cherish this evening gift.
All my friends are here, and I treasure them oh so deeply. For soon they will be on the next chapter of
their growing and migration journey.

I will remain, with her, always growing towards their return.
For I, too, run gently and diligently.
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White on the Outside | Brown on the Inside
by Damon Carbajal

Chicano, White, Xicano, Anglo,
Chicanx, Caucasian, Xicanx, Light-skinned
Brown Father + White Mother = A Mexicano Mutt
A bordered borderless body
Half Colonized; Half Colonizer;
Half-Blood of Rape and Violence; Half-Blood of Privilege;
Half Enchiladas y beans y rice; Half Meat and potatoes
Half Toxic Masculinity; Half Machismo
Half Quinceañeras; Half Sweet Sixteens
Half Brown; Half White
Light-Skin---Too White for Us
Mexican Last Name---Too Mexican for Us
Not Fluent in Español--- Too White for Us
Abuela not Grandma--- Too Mexican for Us
Oh, you went to that high school---Too White for Us
Oh, you want to teach at that high school--- Too Mexican for Us
Rotting from trauma and bullying and rape in a male-dominated world
Rotting from being too white and too brown in a binary world
Rotting from being a fruit, a homo, a fairy in a hetero world
Rotting from living as halves in the margins of a whole world
Rotting from anxiety, depression, and suicidal thoughts
Rotting from the inside out
Lady Gaga and Panic! at the Disco---Too White for Us
Selena y Reggaetón---Too Mexican for Us
I like David Levithan & Adam Rippon --- Too White for Us
Yo soy John Rechy y Salvador Novo--- Too Mexican for Us
Born in Las Cruces, NM---Too White for Us
The border crossed mi familia---Too Mexican for Us
MASC’d by toxic masculinity and machismo
MASC’d by tradition and the nuclear family
MASC’d by religion and my sins
MASC’d by the stigma of mental health
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MASC’d by skinny being the ideal standard
MASC’d by being more femme than people want me
White, Xicano, Anglo, Chicano
Caucasian, Xicanx, Light-skinned, Chicanx
White Mother + Brown Father = A White Mutt
A borderless bordered body
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If You Want
by Lucinda Lucero Sachs
It isn't just any day or time of year. It is the second anniversary of the Japanese attack on Pearl
Harbor.
“If you want?” her husband asks. Not even the government trusts them. Marcos wants to be friends
with them. Not her.
At the north end of Santa Fe, a Japanese internment camp sits atop a mesa. Not so far away, Ana
chops wood in a crisp and polar air under a distant grey sky. She wears a blue-red wool sweater
given to her by a woman in town. It pills at the elbows. She sets the ax down, sighs and closes her
eyes. How can people be good if they have enemies?
The Selective Service declared Marcos, 4F. Ana thanks God and sleeps at night. Marcos works as a
guard at the Japanese detention camp. She doesn't understand how Marcos can talk with the Japanese
internees. I cannot accept his notions of goodwill? Are they not the enemy?”
Japanese soldiers captured her brother, Encarnación, and 1,800 other New Mexican National
Guardsmen on Bataan in the Philippines. The Japanese refused to let the Red Cross deliver medical
supplies to the prisoners. She grieves with those who have lost husbands, sons, and brothers, like the
Perea family, neighbors whose two sons were killed. She wants to believe with absolute certainty
that President Roosevelt will stop Hitler and Hirohito and their evil. And unsaid, she asks God what
he is doing for the just.
The Agua Fría neighborhood of Santa Fe gives Ana respect and affection. She attends Mass almost
daily, works on voting day at the local precinct, and writes letters for neighbors who want to send
news to loved ones in uniform, but do not know how to write.
During the Depression, Ana and Marcos' could not make a living on their ranchito in Peña Blanca.
They moved to Santa Fe and lived for a while with Marcos' mother. Ana found it difficult to share
the two children, her husband, and a kitchen. If it had been the other way around—if they had moved
in with her mother—Ana knows Marcos would have been fine. Marcos possesses an undisturbed
core that never seems to waver. But not her.
***
Mr. Morimoto and Marcos talk farming and about his large farm of many acres and three tractors in
California’s Santa Clara Valley. From him, Marcos learns about the importance of fertilizer and
contour planting. The Morimotos, born in the United States, speak with an accent. Marcos and Ana
born in the United States, like their parents and their grandparents, speak Spanish as well as English.
Marcos believe that they have much in common with the Morimotos, but she does not listen.
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After the war, Mr. Morimoto plans to stay in New Mexico to buy farm land in Alameda, north of
Albuquerque. Marcos encourages him and believes that he will find respect and acceptance among
the Spanish-speaking Nuevomexicanos. The eldest Morimoto son, serving in the United States Army,
studied to be a doctor at Berkeley. The two younger boys attend high school at the camp.
“I am sad. The Japanese have committed no crime,” Marcos says.
“You are wrong. They could be spies or at least been so before they were put in camps.”
Marcos slowly shakes his head. “No. He is a farmer like me.”
“The American government put them in camps. They keep the Japanese in separate fighting units.
They will not send them to the Pacific. like they sent my brother.”
Marcos moves a stray hair of Ana’s away from her face and tucks it behind her ear.
She’s insistent. “Do the Morimotos know that my brother and the others eat nothing but rice balls in
a Japanese prison?”
“Ana, they too are in a camp. And there is no justice to it.”
“They have enough food, and no one beats them.”
As they often do, Ana and Marcos sit at the kitchen table that faces the biggest window in the house.
But it is late, and they cannot see the trees and the peaks of their beloved Sangre de Cristo
Mountains.
“Ana, I'm grateful for my job. It pays well for Santa Fe.”
“But should you be friends with them? They could be the enemy.”
“They are the same as us. They believe in this country, as we do, as our parents do, as our
grandparents, and great grandparents did. We love this country as they do.”
Ana tucks each hand into the opposite sleeve of her red sweater. Abruptly, she untangles them and
points a finger at Marcos. “You want me to trust people who might be spies. I don't care what you
say. They're not Americans.”
“They are as American as we are. If Mexico went to war with the United States, the government
could put us in camps.”
“Don't be ridiculous. Mexico is not going to war against the United States.” She counters that they
didn't have family or friends in Mexico. “We have lived, our family, everyone we know, in New
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Mexico, and only here, for three hundred and fifty years. This is our country, the only country we
have ever known,” Ana says.
But Marcos continues to make his case. The Japanese women have complained to the camp
authorities that they want privacy. There are no individual shower stalls for them, and they must
bathe in a group.
“You would not like this.”
Involuntarily, Ana nods her head. She knows she would not like communal living, even with indoor
running water and a gas stove. Her house is small, she must go outside to pump water and cook on a
coal and wood stove, but it is her casita. Again, she reminds herself that there is a war and they
could be spies. Marcos also speaks of Japanese formal manners and their respect for each other and
their traditions.
“We are the same,” Marcos says.
“I saw, we did, the news clips at the movies. Before the War, we read about what the Japanese did at
Nanking. They want to kill my brother. Friendship with these people cannot be."
“You are wrong. They are American Japanese,” Marcos says. “But I understand how you feel.”
“You can't be right. Not about this.”
“Marcos with the beautiful freckles,” as Ana sometimes calls him, built their house. Because Ana
wanted a pink adobe, he brought red dirt from la Bajada for the mud stuccoing. Women in the
neighborhood, in the custom of northern New Mexico, helped Ana do the plastering.
“I envy and depend on his strength,” Ana often says to herself.
She observes the dark smoothness of the back of Marcos’ neck. The sight of this narrow space of
flesh makes her feel very tender. To her it embodies the indefinable dignity of her husband. It is night
and she wishes to be in bed next to her husband.
***
Not often, but today is one of those days when Ana does not want to be a mother. But she knows her
responsibility and kneads masa for tortillas and cooks a big meal of beans and fideos.
“Brighita, stop lying about. And stop winding your hair around your finger. There are other things to
do besides reading a book.”
“Mama, this is homework. You? You always say school comes first.” Brighita wants to be a teacher
like her aunt.
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“Not one more word. You are ten. I need your help.”
Brighita’s lustrous hair bobs as she jumps up to help.
One-year-old David, a thick cowlick at the top of his head, moves his chubby hands from chair to
chair. He finds a piece of a cookie on the floor and makes himself comfortable behind a chair, but
Ana sees him.
“David, mi hijito, give Mama the cookie.”
David cries inconsolably as Ana takes away his treasure.
The door opens, and Manuel, the oldest, brings in a blast of winter air.
“You walk in with only a smile?” Ana asks.
Tall and self-possessed, Manuel shrugs his shoulders.
“Bringing in chopped wood is your job. Now, do it. Flojo, hijo mío.”
With the few words from his mother, Manuel metamorphoses from man to dutiful son.
Ana irons and washes uniforms for the guards at the camp and saves most of the money, but she sets
aside a little for treats like a roast or chicken and ice cream from the store for Sunday dinners. But
today is not a Sunday, and Ana binds the beans. The roux she creates leaves a delicious nutty aroma.
They eat beans every day. Marcos and the children do not complain. Ana looks at them. This is her
little family.
They pray before their meal. After, Ana reaches for Marcos' hand and says, “Our life is a good one.”
They turn to their meal and to discuss their day. Marcos compliments Brighita on helping her mother
with the Christmas baking.
Manuel looks out the window to the dark night as if something more worthwhile has caught his
attention. He lifts his chin in the direction of his parents. “What I do is more important than what
Brighita does,” With a somber self-importance, he explains that he helped the priest prepare farolitos
by filling brown paper sacks a third full of sand and setting votive candles in the middle.
“I will go back the day before Christmas to line the path to the church and the edges of the roof with
farolitos,” he says.
Brighita who never likes taking a step back says, “You're only twelve. The priest won't let you get on
the roof.”
“The farolitos will light the way for the Christ Mass at midnight, ‘and they shall call him
Emmanuel.’ So Brighita, I know about my name. Where did they find yours?”
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Brighita takes in a deep breath and with that her nose narrows. She purses her lips in a precise
manner, as only she can do. “Mrs. Pacheco, my teacher, says I am the smartest in her class. I think
that she means the whole school. So, flaco church boy? You go to church to help the priest, blessing
yourself, genuflecting, blessing yourself, genu…,”
“¡Basta!” Marcos ends their words, but not their war.
At the end of the meal, Brighita pulls back her chair from the table in time to miss Manuel's kick.
She faces him with a smile, guileless as an angel, only the mischievous mockery in her eyes belies
her malice. At meal's end, Marcos sees to it that Brighita and Manuel do the dishes. Ana takes David
to put him to bed.
Having put David to bed, Ana returns to the kitchen wearing her robe. She announces that the priest
came by that afternoon and asked her if they would agree to being in Las Posadas. They will play
the parts of Mary and Joseph seeking shelter. The reenactment will be performed the nine
consecutive nights before Christmas.
Symbolic of either the nine months of pregnancy or the nine days of a Catholic novena, the ninth
home will be the inn that gives Mary and Joseph shelter. On Christmas Eve, the final night, Ana and
Marcos with David, as Mary, Joseph, and Jesus will go to the Church to celebrate the birthday of
Christ.
Ana sees the play as symbolic but also real, as she and everyone she knows seek sanctuary, an end to
the war.
“The priest said that I didn't need to ask you. He believes that you are like Joseph and you will stand
by whatever I want. Marcos, if you . . .”
“But, I do Ana. This is an honor. David will be Jesus, que no?”
Ana wants to say the rosary. “We must petition the Virgin Mary to ask God to guide and to properly
represent the Holy Family.”
In Marcos and Ana’s bedroom, they kneel on a rug by the side of the bed to meditate on the statue of
the Blessed Virgin Mary, before they begin the rosary. But David is wailing from the next room. Ana
brings him to the bedroom and sets him free. They recite the rosary, and David toddles about,
tripping over their legs, asking them to hold him. Brighita happily quits her prayers, sits back, and
cradles him in her arms. David tires of her and runs about, chirping in his own toddler language.
Then he settles on Manuel, who picks him up, but he continues to kneel. Of late, Manuel talks about
his call to the priesthood, but last year he wanted to be a pilot and the year before a manager at
Woolworth’s dime store. Concentrating on the spiritual mysteries of the rosary, Ana closes her eyes
and feels at peace. Her family is safe.
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After, the children are put to bed. She and Marcos return to the kitchen table, to talk intimately as
husband and wife do. Her light blue chenille robe wrapped firmly around her waist delineates her
trim form. Her dark hair and pinkish skin tones make her striking. And when Marcos tells her she is
beautiful, she understands that he loves her. She stares at the brown hands firmly placed on the table
and reaches for one to feel the quiet strength.
He smiles, and his freckles come to life. “You know the Morimotos like rice. Not me, I stick to
frijoles, yours.”
Marcos always knows how to make Ana laugh. He moves to turn up the volume on the radio and
returns to ease her out of her chair. They jitterbug to Artie Shaw's Frenesí and he twirls Ana around
the room. They keep a quick step to the Latin jazz rhythm, a dance in perfect harmony.
***
Christmas preparations will require more than usual from Ana and Marcos. Ana sees their role as
Mary and Joseph as a great privilege. So many could have been asked, but the priest chose them. She
will give baked goods for Advent, the sacrifice of extra work, to share and rejoice in anticipation.
Ana bakes Advent bizcochitos and fruit and meat empanadas. The stirring, the rolling of dough, the
baking demands her full attention. She instructs Brighita and Manuel to look out for David, but they
complain they want to see friends on their Christmas vacation. By late afternoon Brighita and
Manuel run from one end of the house to the other, sliding into their final destination, “home base.”
Each time they reach the end, they call out, “Olly, Olly, oxen free.” David stumbles about, trying to
keep up with them, shrieking in delight to have their company.
But like all things Brighita and Manuel end up in an argument. Ana shouts, “Brighita, stop throwing
pieces of tortilla at Manuel.”
But the arguments did not end, until Ana gave them a severe scolding and told them to go to bed for
the night. Manuel began to protest, “Not one word from you.”
But Brighita always wants the last word. “It’s too early, we haven’t eaten supper.”
“You threw pieces of tortilla at each other.” Ana lowers her voice to that of slightly over a whisper.
“If you were a soldier in prison, like your Uncle Encarnación, you would be given only rice. Say
your prayers. Tomorrow, I am certain that I will see the very best in you, my children.
David, without playmates, hangs onto Ana's leg. Ana sits down on the kitchen floor and stacks his
alphabet blocks, so he can knock them down. They play, and Ana continues to put trays of cookies in
the oven. Content and happy, David impresses Ana with his simple goodness. In the new peace, Ana
forgets a tray of cookies. Swirls of smoke escape from the oven door. Ana jumps to her feet and pulls
the cookies out of the oven. David cries and she picks him up and rushes from window to window to
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open them and doors. When she stops, she looks at David’s face, and he's happy, thinking that they
are playing a game.
“I have been a bad mother,” she says.
David gurgles and with fat dirty little hands, pats her face.
“What would Mary do? Certainly not yell, scold and threaten.”
But now, she is Mary. She squeezes David. “Acting the part of Mary is announcing to everyone that I
am holy or at least that I am spiritually wise.”
Ana wants to have fine clothes, to own a big house, and to go places. Mary would feel compassion
for the Japanese Internees. Mary would not yearn for material yearnings. Mary would have patience.
Mary knows how to love. Is she no better than her children?
When they first moved from Peña Blanca to Santa Fe, Marcos took a job at La Fonda cleaning the
lobby restrooms, mopping the lobby floors, and washing dishes at the hotel restaurant. Ana begged
him to wait for another job.
Marcos said, “I feed my family. Do not worry about what people say.”
Now they will lead in the Christmas play of searching for a room for Mary, so she can give birth to
Jesus. But today, Ana no longer wanted the role of playing Mary, for she sees it as a burden, an
obligation her conscience tells her she cannot fulfill. She knows that she's not worthy. The priest, nor
the community really know her.
***
Mrs. Rael, a woman in her fifties, comes to visit Ana. She is a widow with two married daughters
and a son, who, with Ana's brother, Encarnación, was captured by the Japanese. Like most, she prays
for the return of the soldiers and fervently asks for God's good graces to protect her son.
"Ana, you have much to do. I will watch David for you. I have brought musk oil. Dab some behind
your ears. I mean nothing bad. I just want to show my respect."
Ana wants to plead, “I'm Ana. I'm not the mother of God.” But, she doesn't. She wants the spiritual
blessings, but dreads the public role, and her own hypocrisy.
Jorge Silva brings them half a cord of piñon wood.
“I will pay you,” Marcos says.
“You like this wood, que no? You and Ana will play the Holy Family; I must show my appreciation.
Please, no money. This is my Advent offering.”
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People honor the young couple, as if Ana and Marcos were older and long-time residents of Santa
Fe. In these good works, people prepare for Christmas and ask for God’s blessings. Ana's parents
plan to make a small donation in thanksgiving to the church when they come from the village of
Peña Blanca.
And the Morimotos also feel blessed. They received two letters from their son who serves in the 442
Regimental Combat Team in Italy.
Marcos explains the honor they feel when they say that their son wears the American Army uniform.
“It is the Christmas season, and we must give gifts to the Morimotos,” Marcos says.
“I fear them.” She cannot admit to Marcos or to herself that the Morimoto son is a loyal American.
“If you can? They want to share their joy with us. They will send us a gift.”
Ana trembles and wraps her arms about herself. “When does this war end?”
“Querida, linda, it is what we should do,” Marcos says.
She worries about her soul, about whether she has loved her husband and children enough, and about
carrying out her love and regard for her country. Most of all, Ana wants to do what is right as an
American. She knows that Marcos loves her, and she loves him, but unlike her, he makes peace
instinctively.
Because Ana does not want to refuse love's request, the next morning she sends a box of bizcochitos
and empanadas. She packs wooden statues of Mary, Joseph, and Jesus, carved by Manuel. She
knows they are not Catholic. She also is certain that no one gives cookies to her brother. Is she not
being disloyal? The questions do not end, but the ever-present love for her husband remains steady
and firm, like his hands.
“I try to do what Mary would do.” She hands the gifts to Marcos”
“You are the heart of the family,” Marcos says.
This makes her happy.
In the evening Marcos arrives with a bottle of Japanese wine and a large box. Ana churns, unable to
settle her misgivings. She does not want the Morimoto gifts.
“Open the box. Open it,” Brighita and Manuel beg.
Ana lifts the lid of the pearl grey box. Folded in delicate white tissue of embossed butterflies lies a
light blue dress. A “kimono,” Marcos calls it.
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“Mama, it is beautiful,” says Brighita.
Ana changes in the bedroom and walks into the living room over to the chifforobe to see herself in
the full-length mirror. The blue kimono fits perfectly and drapes against her skin like nothing she has
ever worn.
“Querida, you look heavenly,” Marcos says.
“Mama, you look like a queen,” Brighita says.
Manuel bows. “We should drink tea.”
Ana smiles uneasily. She does not want Manuel asking for tea.
Ana moves back to the mirror and runs the tips of her fingers over the buttery smooth silk and
fingers the delicate slender pleats of the royal blue sash. She can see that it fits her.
“Mrs. Morimoto thought you would want to wear it as Mary. She regrets that she did not have a
headscarf for you, but I said that you have a while mantilla. Mrs. Morimoto said, 'I wish I could meet
Ana. Thank her for the gifts.' ”
“With your long hair parted in the middle and the blue dress, you look like Mary. I will tell
everyone,” Brighita says.
“It is beautiful and rich looking, so unlike anything that I've ever known.”
She turned to Marcos. Ana's voice dropped to a whisper, “Say that you understand. I cannot wear it.”
Marcos nods his head. Peace settles in her heart. He gets up and kisses her on the cheek.
Ana retrieves the butterfly tissue from David who is off in the corner happily playing with one of the
tissue sheets, his idea of a gift. She pries open his little fists and takes the tissue from him. He
screams, and Marcos picks him up. Marcos sits David around his neck and holds onto the tiny hands
and gallops around the room. David's tears turn to laughter. In the bedroom, Ana, determined not to
shed a tear, wraps the butterfly tissue around the kimono and places the sky-blue silk in a drawer.
“Impossible,” she says to no one, but maybe to God.
Neither her parents nor anyone else would accept the idea of her wearing a Japanese dress to play
Mary on Christmas Eve. Sons, husbands, and boyfriends fight in the War. Only one letter from her
brother! With eyes closed and a slow shake of her head, almost inaudibly she says, “generous and
noble, a gift of peace. But I cannot wear it.”
***
“You are not from here. You look different from us. We have no room for you,” says the innkeeper of
the first house.
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On a clear, cold night, the first night of the Posadas, Ana and Marcos as Mary and Joseph make their
request. “Please, my wife is with child and we need a place to stay.”
The procession sings religious songs of the season and carries candles to light the way. On the
second, third, fourth, and fifth night, the innkeepers give the same responses. At each home, Joseph
says, “We are travelers. We need hospitality, a place to stay and your understanding.” Without a
word, the door is slammed shut. Although this is a play, the swift reaction, seemingly without
thought or consideration, startles Ana. The reenactment scenes and the inevitable rebuff of each
night, nevertheless stun Ana. The slammed door makes her pull back and her stomach tighten.
After the approach at each home, the hosts invite Ana and Marcos and the church members who
have come with them into their home for hot chocolate, posole, and bizcochitos. Marcos talks with
everyone, but still Ana cannot share his ease, his joy. Anna thinks about Christmas Eve, the ninth
night at church. The priest will say, “I have only humble accommodations for you, but there is room.
I welcome you.”
***
The day before Christmas Eve, Ana starts early to clean her house. Brighita watches David. Manuel
helps the priest to set up the farolitos, the Christmas lights in paper bags. Ana cleans, because she
likes a neat house, but her heart is not at ease. She worries, some would say not her concern, but
she’s unsettled. The Morimotos have received a formal notification from the government. Their son
is “missing in action” in Italy. She moves rapidly around the house dusting and washing floors, as if
she could leave the news behind her. She does not want the Morimoto son to matter. She has a
brother to worry about.
Ana hears a sharp knock at the front door. She pulls the door open and there stands Padre Jaramillo,
his face red, his breathing rapid.
“Buenos días le de Dios,” Ana says.
In New Mexico it is customary to use this very formal sixteenth century phrasing of “God's good day
to you.” Indeed, this is the greeting that Marcos gives Ana, first thing, every morning, as their
parents and their parents before have done.
In his deep Spanish accent, Padre Jaramillo says, “No, no. Manuel fell from the roof of the church.”
Ana does not wait to ask questions but throws on her coat and calls on Brighita to take care of David.
Father Jaramillo, a fat bald headed man, always so calm, even staid, trails Ana, the unbuttoned
bottom half of his soutane, catching the wind. He periodically shouts, “The doctor is on his way.”
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Out of breath, she rushes to Manuel, who lies on the ground covered with blankets. A few
parishioners surround him. Ana touches his pallid face. To her, it has been a long time since Manuel
has looked so young and helpless.
The doctor kneels in front of Manuel. Dr. Rice, a wiry and imperious man in his sixties, delivered
David and all of Ana's children at home. It is said that he has delivered most of the babies in Santa
Fe.
He shouts at Ana that Manuel's two arms are broken. To Ana, it seems that he blames her. She holds
back her anger, because he is the doctor, and Manuel needs him. “What about his legs, his head, and
insides?” Ana asks.
“Ana, his legs are fine.” He will X-ray at his office to be sure and doubts if there is any internal
bleeding or a concussion. “This is serious, very. We cannot ignore the possibility of hidden injuries.”
Marcos arrives, and Padre Jaramillo helps him place Manuel on the flatbed of his truck to transport
him to Dr. Rice's office, a small adobe with thick walls. Rice, a very capable doctor, puts casts on
Manuel and fits him with a splint on his two middle right fingers. As always, Dr. Rice dictates
orders. Because everyone knows his concern for the patient is paramount, no one argues.
“For the next three to five days, I will come to the house. You will have to watch him closely.” He
wants Ana to observe Manuel for headaches, nausea, dizziness. “Ana, I’m depending on you. Day or
night—send Marcos for me.”
Manuel appears to have a hairline fracture over his right hip and must be kept flat on the bed. Rice
warns her that it may take several weeks before Manuel can walk around. “You, Ana, are in charge.”
Ana spends the rest of the day hovering over Manuel. She can only imagine the suffering that Mrs.
Morimoto endures. Ana asked aloud. “Would Mary have ever agreed to the angel, if she had known
that her son would be crucified and suffer death? No mother could look to the future, knowing the
fate, the death of a child.”
She accepts that she does not want Mary’s perfection, but she thinks that she can learn to be kind.
And like Mary, like all mothers, Ana shares the love for a child, the bond of sadness for a sick child,
and fear to lose one at any age.
In the evening, Marcos' mother comes to help Ana. They gather to say a rosary at Manuel's bed. Ana
is scared that Manuel may not recover but thankful that he is not dead.
***
On Christmas Eve, Ana awakens early. She cannot breathe because of a weight like bricks upon her
chest. With effort, she rises.
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She fears for Mrs. Moritomo, a generous and kind woman. “I know my sin, what threatens my soul,”
Ana confesses aloud. There should be a room at the “Inn” for the Morimotos.
She makes a fire in the stove and adds cinnamon to the coffee she makes. She sits at the kitchen table
to drink a cup. She savors its taste and heat. She looks out her big window. Just to the side, a
cottonwood tree stands large and sheltering, and on the other end, a piñon tree with hundreds of pine
needles remains green. Marcos buys piñon, more expensive than other woods. For Ana the burning
wood, a redolent aroma of fresh mountain air, is so much a part of her northern New Mexico life. If
she must eat beans daily, she makes the sacrifice readily to have the scent of her beloved land. She
closes her eyes, grateful for her life of choices, her freedom to move about, her innocence presumed
and accepted by others.
The Morimotos, what reminders do they have of mild temperatures, the fog, and the California
ocean? Ana looks to the morning sky, a low hanging gray, a possibility of snow. She knows that the
Morimotos did not need winter coats in California.
In the bedroom, she takes the box out of the drawer and dresses. Marcos is not yet awake. She
powders her face, applies lipstick, and pulls her hair into a chignon. At the chifforobe, she checks her
appearance. She looks well, but somber. Back at the kitchen window, Ana squints to see beyond her
little forest.
Around seven, Marcos comes into the kitchen, ready for work.
“I thought you would not wear the kimono.
“I am going with you,” Ana says.
“It's not allowed.”
“You will take me. There are ironed uniforms to deliver.”
“I cannot leave my post. You will have to walk home, maybe in the snow.”
They drive north about a mile and a half in their black 1938 Ford-60. On top of a hill, sits the camp,
the area enclosed by barbed wire, sharp metal points to wound and limit movement. Sentries look
down on the internees. To the guards at the gate, Marcos has to do a lot of explaining, but they let
Ana in.
About a hundred and fifty yards in, dozens of wooden barracks neatly align. They emerge as old and
ugly, no doubt carryovers from World War I. In comparison to Ana's solid pink adobe, they look
rickety and drafty.
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Beyond the wood buildings, there is not one tree, not one cottonwood to offer a gentle protection
from an unforgiving summer sun. The government cleared the land to make room for the structures
and to give guards a better view of the internees.
Ana wants to escape. Never has she felt so enclosed. Is this like her brother’s prison? Is the
Morimoto son alive? Both boys fight for their country, the Morimoto America, the country that Ana
so loves, the one she would never give up.
In the center of the grounds, on a pole about thirty feet tall, the American flag flies. While some of
the boys in scout uniforms raise the flag, many in the camp in clear voices pledge allegiance or stand
with their right hands over their hearts. Ana did not expect this overt loyalty, but Marcos assures her
that the Japanese internees present do so voluntarily. How can a people be so good, she asks herself?
She and Marcos wait for the end of this daily observance.
“I have come to thank you for the dress, the kimono.”
Mrs. Morimoto bows in a very dignified manner. Ana lowers her head, but she is clumsy. Mrs.
Morimoto does not seem to notice. They go into one of the barracks where she serves tea in small
flowered porcelain cups without handles.
Large pearl earrings call attention to Mrs. Morimoto's dark hair and finely chiseled features. She
wears the latest style of dress, a surplice cut navy gabardine. Thin and lustrous shell buttons on the
front and at the elbow sleeves give the dress a delicate appearance. Ana did not expect her to be so
beautiful nor to look so prosperous and refined. None of Ana’s friends or neighbors’ own pearls or
such fine clothing, Ana feels very young and unworldly. They sit on a floor mat at a very low
polished wood table. Ana does not like the taste of the tea but says that it is good.
Mrs. Morimoto offers Ana one of the bizcochitos that she sent. Ana looks at Marcos, and he nods his
head. She takes one, and the tea tastes better. On a waist-high mahogany table, two rich looking
wood boxes rest, the larger one supporting the other. To Ana it looks like an altar. Mrs. Morimoto
points to the table. “We are Buddhists.” Mrs. Morimoto seems to understand that Ana knows little
about them.
“You are Catholic.”
Ana nods. “I want to pray for your missing son.”
Mrs. Morimoto places her hand over her heart. She nods yes after a long moment. Ana pulls out her
rosary and kneels in front of the altar. She guesses it is okay with God. Marcos has gone outside to
his post. Ana asks Mrs. Morimoto if she would like to kneel. She doesn't know her first name, and
somehow thinks that today it would be wrong to ask. Mrs. Morimoto kneels, and then sits back on
her heels. Ana prays aloud the five sorrowful mysteries of the rosary.
When Ana is done, she stands. “I should not have sent the statues of Mary and Joseph.”
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“You have faith and believe.”
Ana bows deeply, and this time it feels true.
On her way home, Ana lifts her face to the sky to taste the cool snowflakes. Gently, the snow
removes her makeup. It is the Advent season of peace and contrition. It is a time of war. Ana wants
to make sense of the contradictions and mysteries.
***
After Ana gets home from the detention camp, she prepares for Midnight Mass. Marcos, Ana, and
David will be on the altar with the priest for the finish of Las Posadas. She wonders if she should
wear the blue kimono.
It is not certain if Manuel has sustained any further damage. Manuel should have been more careful.
She should not have let him go. Father Jaramillo comes by to see Manuel and brings candy for the
children and a bottle of wine for Ana and Marcos. She asks the priest to stay for lunch and gives him
beans and hot red chile, which he likes. She knows that the priest worries, but he leaves in a better
humor.
Marcos' mother stays with Manuel while they go to Midnight Mass on Christmas Eve. Brighita feels
very grown up because she will sit with friends. Ana dresses in the kimono. Marcos holds her hand
and smiles. His mother's eyes open wide, and she begins to shake her head.
“They are American. The Morimotos gave this to Ana. Their son is missing in action,” Marcos says
to his mother.
“Oh!” she says, but Ana and Marcos know that she doesn’t believe.
Ana changes out of the kimono, an extraordinary gift of beauty and spiritual meaning. But Friends
and neighbors will only understand that their husbands and sons fight the Japanese. She does not
want to disturb their need for peace on this night.
Wrapped in their warmest clothes, they walk to church with neighbors. They sing Christmas songs,
“Vamonos todos a Belen,” “Silent Night,” “Come All Ye Faithful.” Ana, whose voice is very poor,
never sings, but tonight she does and cares not what others may say. A light snow, a white lace on
trees and beneath, stands out against the night. Marcos carries David, and Ana holds Brighita's hand.
Ana, David, and Marcos take their places in a crèche made especially for this event. In the Mass,
Father Jaramillo honors this season of peace and follows with a prayer for the protection of those in
uniform and victory in this time of war. There is no ambivalence toward the enemy.
“Hark, the Herald Angels Sing,” they joyfully intone at the end of mass. They have prayed for peace
and goodwill toward men.
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Outside a neighbor says, “Ana, you have done well in playing Mary.”
“I wanted to please her.”
Ana wants to believe that Mary is not just for Catholics, but for all who seek goodwill, a kindness of
spirit.
Ana does not betray her brother and his suffering, but she can choose to find room in her soul to give
shelter for those in need. In the still dark, myriads of stars give light for those who want to follow.
*I need shelter
[in]
the sacred womb of your soul
“If you Want”
by
Juan Yepes y Álvarez
(St. John of the Cross)
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Surplus City
by Claudio Nolasco

Claudio Nolasco, “Untitled,” 2020
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Things Will Never Be the Same: How Corona Further Exposed Our System's Limitations
Documenting the Pandemic through Highlighting Community Mutual Aid Efforts
by Pico Villa
The pandemic in the U.S. has exposed the core framework of our government by revealing
advantages available only to those who can provide a great sum of capital that goes directly back
into benefiting the system. In spite of the great need for assistance for the working class and
colonized peoples, the U.S. government, a system that functions within a colonial and late-capitalist
state, continues to feed the masses with a “bootstrap”’ narrative leaving many people houseless,
jobless, hungry, and desperate. This narrative lingers within and has become a part of our everyday
lives causing us to think that once everything goes back to normal a functioning economy and
society can proceed as before. Many activists have been working on and writing about this crisis as
an opportunity to detach this skewed reality of going back to normal from our thinking once the
pandemic is over. The ongoing saying, “Things will never be the same/Things will not be going back
to normal” reflects collective thinking among marginalized communities, specifically the efforts to
educate folks about the individualist mindset we have been fed and that has been hurting us. This
approach leaves out the opportunity to instill a community-based aid system where there is no
reliance on a hierarchical system that perpetuates harm through white supremacy and capitalism, but
instead, provides communities with the proper resources in order to survive no matter race,
socio-economic status, disability, etc. The current system has created the lived realities of eviction,
hunger, and unsheltered peoples, now considered normal and a part of everyday life. The normative
is no longer being tolerated and transformative change is in the making thanks to many mutual aid
groups and organizations stepping in to show the community that the reliance on others, rather than
government entities, can become a legitimate mode of survival. We do not have to go back to
thinking that the government is the only support we have. We, as a collective, can refuse to go back
to the “way things were” because we know we have the power to create permanent change. “Things
Will Never Be the Same: How Corona Further Exposed Our System” is a photo and oral project that
highlights the work of mutual aid organizations/groups and illustrates the change they are creating
through alternative systems of support and resource allocation that challenge the idea of going back
to the previous status quo.
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Albuquerque Mutual Aid

Pico Villa, “Queer/Trans Mutual Support,” 2020

Right now, what we’ve been providing is care packages for at-risk community members who need
them, such as, those who are immune-compromised, people who lost income, whatever that looks
like. We don’t really have any barriers in determining who receives support so anyone who asks, we
will provide for them the best that we can. Right now, our care packages consist of food and snacks;
we try to provide more meal prep options rather than just boxed food. When we put the food into the
bag, we ask ourselves, “does this fit into breakfast, lunch, dinner?” We also provide different
hygienic products that people can request, like bleach, toilet paper, hand soap, and other hygiene
products, and yeah, that’s been most of it. I don’t think we see this need calming down anytime soon.
It’s not something that's happening because of the pandemic; food insecurity has existed here in New
Mexico for a very long time but now that we’ve been through the pandemic, we have developed a
way of redistributing food resources on a broader scale. This has been the norm for everyone else,
minus the pandemic, but these things, like issues of food insecurity, state violence, all of this has
been the norm for people of color for like ever. It feels like everyone else just got on the same page
as us. I don’t think there is any reason for our work to stop. The vision when we first started this
project was that it would be something that is sustained by the community for the community and
that's really come to light in the past couple of weeks.
-Jonathon Juárez (He/Them)
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We’ve been able to get a system together that is able to respond to a bunch of folks’ requests
within 24 to 48 hours. As soon as the people requesting care packages fill out the form on google
forms, within a couple of days, they have bags of food at their door and that’s only because of the
way the community has been able to come together, from the folks who are preparing care
packages to the folks who are driving all over the city and outside of the city. Mutual aid is
something that I’ve always done as a working-class Trans person. Anytime that I’ve had a friend
who is houseless and needs a place to crash for a little bit or someone who doesn’t have food, I’ve
been like, “Hey, come over and check out my pantry, take what you need.” I want to share what I
have. That’s something that has existed in Trans communities where people just naturally take care
of one another because of the ways that a lot of us don’t have access to traditional family support.
And so definitely, for me, this has inspired and formed a lot of the ways that I offer community
support and community care. Now, it feels kind of like that but just on a bigger scale. It’s also
amazing to see how many Trans people are involved, how many Queer folks are involved in
mutual aid in Albuquerque. I think that the reason this work exists is because of the fact that when
humans are in a place of crisis, the place that we look to first is each other for support, care,
validation, and strength. As you know, capitalism and the systems that are built to oppress us have
let everyone down during the largest crisis of our lifetime. Showing up for one another regardless
of what's in our pockets or what our status is, is important work because it’s reminding us that
humans actually have the ability to participate in solidarity with one another.”
-Miriam (They/Them)
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Los Jardines Institute

Pico Villa, “Radical Queer Farming,” 2020

I work with Los Jardines Institute, which is a community farm that's open to the community;
anybody is welcome. Everything that Los Jardines does is rooted in work that Sofia and Richard,
who are its coordinators, have been doing for decades, since the 1970s. They've been a part of so
many movements that call for liberation, Land Sovereignty for Indigenous peoples, antinuclear
work, and many other efforts that resist extractive industries that poison BIPOC (Black, Indigenous,
and People of Color) communities. We welcome folks to volunteer at the farm. We know a lot of
folks are unemployed right now. We had a couple of people come by and say that it’s really dark
right now. They don’t have a job, are stuck in the house, and so, they’re looking for somewhere to go
and also have some food. We welcome people to come and visit. The other part of the mutual aid
work we do is sell our produce to the Agricultura Network. They distribute it to the community
whether that’s through food boxes for school or hospital drives. Richard and Sofia work hard to keep
Los Jardines Institute going. We are not a 501C3, we are a grassroots organization that survives
through donations and funds put in by Richard and Sofia. Nonprofit organizations seem to have more
money to keep things going without constant struggles but that is not the case for Los Jardines
Institute. Of course, it's not always a struggle but there is beauty in it. We come from struggle and we
want to lift our people up and let them know we are in this together. We love the community.
Whenever anyone comes to visit LJI, Sofia, me, or whoever is there, we always ask, do you want
some food to take home? We have food, please take it and come back and help us in the field! We
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aren't a huge mutual aid network but we serve the community in any way that is possible. I think
mutual aid and the work that we’re doing are important because everything is being dictated by a
constant cycle of oppression. People who say that they can’t wait to go back to normal are not doing
community work in any capacity. You and I both know things have never been normal and will never
go back to the way they were. There was never a “normal” for us with all this chaos, especially with
what our Black and Indigenous relatives are forced to deal with; our communities have to create our
own joy. While I think that can be a very ignorant statement, I also understand that people miss
going out together and building that sense of community. It would be great if there was a new normal
that gave the land back, no police or federal government, and made it mandatory to provide mutual
aid to BIPOC communities because it's a fucking human right.
-Sarah Quevedo (She/They)
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La Raza Unida

Pico Villa, “Chicanx Solidarity,” 2020

I'm a member of La Raza Unida and have been a member for a long time. I used to be a primary
organizer but now, I'm just a member. Most of what we're doing right now is providing support for
security for gatherings and events. So, depending on the event, some of that is very formal and some
of it's very informal. We try to follow the lead of folks who are organizing and just try to provide
extra eyes for people who are trying to cause problems and. depending on the event, sometimes
keeping an eye out for the police, you know, when there were riot units and figuring out where the
armored vehicles were, those kinds of things. Something that is important to mention right now is the
public health aspect of social movements. A lot of movements have that built-in, even though they
may not use that term. You know, because they're about protecting and serving their community. I
think it's very important, and it's clear to Black, Indigenous, and People of Color. We're the ones
getting most exposed because of the type of work we do and we're being told everything's fine. If
you look at our history, we've been getting decimated at different periods of time and keep being told
that everything's fine; this is no different. I think, at least, a portion of our communities knows that,
right. They have that history and they're aware of it. Other people don't have that history but they can
see through it and then there's the group of people who buy it. I think that's a very important role that
a lot of people are playing. It was interesting. It's like leadership's not coming from above anywhere,
which gives us the opportunity now to provide our own leadership. You know, for us, that means
collective leadership and community leaders because it's clear that that's not happening at the
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national level. It happens at the state level here and there. It's not consistent though; cities are also
not consistent, right? I think it's important for people to say, look it's our health, it's our life, it's our
community, we're gonna take care of it, whether you support us or not. I think we're moving in that
direction and are forced to move in that direction and so hopefully, it will take root and it doesn't just
become a short-term thing. If it takes root, people can start to think because how else could we be in
charge of our community, to protect ourselves, and take care of ourselves?”
- Enrique Cardiel (He/Him)

67

Corazón de COVID
by Luis Oswaldo Esparza
Llorar es sanar
Sanar es dolor
Lloraré, Chillaré
Hasta no sentir
La esencia de tu calor
Corazón de COVID
Según afectuoso
En realidad
Contagioso y engañoso
Como dulces y caramelos
Pero venenos@s!
Tu presencia me mata
Tu sonrisa también
Me recordaste a amar
Y a odiar a la misma vez
Pero no te puedo odiar
Mi corazón me lo impide
Yo si soy sensible!
Dejar de verte
Es lo mejor que pude
Corazón de COVID
Según afectuoso
En realidad
Contagioso y engañoso
Como dulces y caramelos
Pero venenos@s!
Dijiste que no soy Queer
Soy muy masculino
Adoptaste a ver mi sexualidad y género
Con ojos de Europeo
Quédate con tu identidad Queer
Estética Gringa
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Que poca!
Corazón de COVID
Según afectuoso
En realidad
Contagioso y engañoso
Como dulces y caramelos
Pero venenos@s!
Defining who I am
Is the colonizer’s way Yo seré divina como Tezcatlipoca
The colonizer language
Is all you know to say
Con que resultaste ser colonizado
Opresor oprimido
Las cajas que nos asignan los blancos
Yo no me las mido
Con la mente descolonizada,
Yo busco lo mío
Ya vete de mi mente
Slate de mi corazón
Dejando cuentas,
Te deseo lo mejor
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Paintings by Anita O. Rodríguez

Anita O. Rodríguez, “Love, Lace, and Lowrider,” 2014, Acrylic on Wood and Masonite
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Anita O. Rodríguez, “Tlaloki 2,” 2020, Acrylic on Canvas
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Anita O. Rodríguez, “Santo Ángel Acequia,” 2014, Acrylic on Canvas
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Anita O. Rodríguez, “Soledad,” 2020, Acrylic on Canvas
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Anita O. Rodríguez, “Voices of the Land,” 2014, Acrylic on Canvas
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El Paso Segundo Barrio Muralism:
Barrio History, Memory, and Identity in Community Artwork
by Eduardo García
Mural artwork in the United States has been extensively viewed through the lens of Chicano identities,
particularly stemming from the Chicano movements of California and Central Texas. However, other
important centers in Texas and New Mexico with affinity to Chicano and Mexican-American identity
have been marginally examined, resulting in minimal to no attention to the artwork and artists of these
areas within greater Chicano and art history research. One such epicenter of the mural tradition that
continues to this day is in the city of El Paso, Texas. Situated on the border between the United States
and Mexico, and at the confluence of the three states of Texas, New Mexico, and Chihuahua, the mural
tradition in El Paso draws on community-centered activism and speaks to the liminal space of identity
throughout the border region. This tradition incorporates values of Mexican-American, Hispanic, and
Chicano culture that branch into the greater southwest regions of New Mexico and Texas. Through a
discourse between muralism iconography in El Paso and local Chicano history, I hope to bring an
appreciation for values inherent in the identity and artwork of people living along the Texas, New
Mexico, and Mexico borderland.
Muralism in the U.S.-Mexico border town of El Paso has a rich history and tradition, stemming from
some of the earliest formed neighborhoods, or barrios, close to the downtown district of the city.1 The
art tradition that began in these downtown barrios mirrored certain esthetic and thematic content from
traditions in other major U.S. cities, albeit with iconography that was, and still is, pertinent to the social
and visual values of the El Paso community, in particular. A prominent artistic push in the late 1970s
and into the 1980s from one of El Paso’s oldest neighborhoods, the Segundo Barrio, was exceptionally
important to the continuation of muralism in the downtown area. During the 1980s, young artists in
this district were influenced by educators at Bowie High School, the local public high school serving
the Segundo Barrio. To this day, the mural tradition passed down from the post-Civil Rights era of
Segundo Barrio and Bowie High School cohort of artistry has had a lasting impact on the El Paso
community art scene. Through a case study of artists that are generationally linked, I view the use of
instilled Chicano/barrio values in iconography and themes in muralist artwork as an embodiment of
the El Paso community memory. These specific visuals, namely in the form of local barrio figures,
cultural Chicano and Mexican icons, and community-relevant themes, make the muralism in the
Segundo Barrio an expression of neighborhood identity and values. Furthermore, the generational
continuation of muralism and establishment of local art workshops directly linked to these artists
provides longevity to the mural tradition and the values of the community.
El Paso is situated along the turning banks of the Río Grande, the natural border in the state of Texas
defining the political boundary between the United States and Mexico. Long before the now
established concrete canals and border fence, the river meandered through the El Paso downtown
1

Miguel Juárez, Colors on Desert Walls: The Murals of El Paso, El Paso: Texas Western Press, 1997.
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district and one of its oldest neighborhoods, the Segundo Barrio, or Second Neighborhood, and up into
New Mexico where it runs directly through Albuquerque.2 Because of the proximity of El Paso’s sister
city, Ciudad Juárez in Mexico, located directly across the river, the transnational movement of people,
goods, and ideas has had a prominent role in El Paso’s geopolitical and social history. The Segundo
Barrio and surrounding communal institutions have been at the crossroads of this liminality, partially
due to the geographic proximity of border crossing bridges that see foot and vehicle traffic in
considerable amounts on a daily basis.
In order to understand the artwork of El Pasoan mural artists after the 1980s, earlier examples of
muralism connected to local social issues of the Segundo Barrio are important to examine. Community
service centers, churches, and schools situated in the Segundo Barrio have long been relevant to its
history of cross-culture demographics. These facilities have not only served the downtown district of
El Paso through social action, they have also formed part of the community’s identity and its access to
public art. Centro de Salud Familiar La Fe, a major center for social health services in the
neighborhood since its establishment in 1967, offers its services to the Segundo Barrio community to
this day.3 The clinic’s AIDS program of the 1980s became a theme of an expansive mural, titled, SIDA
(AIDS) by artist Carlos Callejo (fig. 1).

Fig. 1. Carlos Callejo, “SIDA,” 1988, Acrylic on Stucco. Photograph by Tim Drescher

Here, Callejo depicts the growing epidemic of AIDS in the 1980s, a health issue that deeply affected
the community of the La Fe clinic. The sweeping tornado in the mural creates an allegorical path of
destruction, while ostrich figures with buried heads politically comment on the local and national
government’s inactive response to the crisis affecting the community. While Callejo’s SIDA mural
2

In the Spanish colonial period, the Camino Real (i.e. Royal Road) that connected Santa Fe in New Mexico to Mexico
City in central New Spain ran through El Paso (Spanish for “the Pass”). Commercial traffic and people migrating
northward to the northern provinces from the central regions of the viceroyalty would have to go through El Paso on their
way up or back. As such, the city played a central role in the history of the region, which includes northern Mexico and
New Mexico.
3
“About Us: Our History,” Centro de Salud Familiar La Fe, accessed September 4, 2020, https://lafe-ep.org/our-history/.

76

portrays social struggles, other longstanding muralism represents the importance of local El Paso
figures in relation to Segundo Barrio establishments. The Sacred Heart mural (fig. 2) stands on the
side wall of a local tortilla factory and was commissioned by the Sacred Heart Church, another
prominent downtown barrio institution that has aided in socio-community issues.

Fig. 2. Francisco Delgado, Mauricio Olague, and Bowie High School students, “Sacred Heart,” 2007.
Photograph by Jorge Salgado.

Part of a projected curated by artist Francisco Delgado and art students at Bowie High School, the
Sacred Heart mural portrays local figures that have dedicated their service to the church and
community, such as, well-known El Paso priest, Father Rahm, shown riding a red bicycle. In the
immediate center, religious iconography draws the viewer from the Virgen de Guadalupe to Christ on
the cross; the Sacred Heart image completes the trio of religious symbols, set in the foreground of the
Sacred Heart Church’s own outline. Both the SIDA and Sacred Heart murals place importance on local
and religious iconography that informs community memory and identity. This type of esthetic is seen
in many early murals across the downtown and Segundo Barrio area, and it is also reflected in the
pedagogy and works of local art educators.
One highly influential art instructor from the Bowie High School Post-Civil Rights era was Gaspar
Enríquez (b. 1942).4 Enríquez’s pedagogical methods at Bowie High School involved working on
community projects involving muralism, specifically within the Segundo Barrio area that fed into this
school. His prolific work has been featured in important Chicano exhibitions, such as, CARA:
Resistance and Affirmation (1991–93) and Cheech Marin’s Chicano Visions (2001). Having grown up
in a barrio community himself, Enríquez has a strong sense of personal Chicano identity. The opening

4

Gaspar Enríquez, “About,” Gaspar Enríquez, accessed September 24, 2020, http://gasparenriquez.com/about.html.
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subline to his website states, “One is born a Mexican, but one chooses to be Chicano.”5 This sensibility
would carry into his own artistic purpose and pedagogy. By teaching his cohort of students the value
of community art and the meaning of Chicano values, Enríquez influenced the later esthetic and
thematic content of muralism in El Paso, which can be generationally linked to his time at Bowie High
School.
Though not primarily rooted in the muralist tradition, Enríquez’s work spans many different mediums
while still incorporating central themes related to his identity. Among the prominently featured themes
are depictions of barrio values: neighborhoods, the barrio cholas and cholos, cross-culture identity,
and Mexican religious iconography.6 Enríquez’s main focus when depicting individuals are the facial
expressions. For example, although he portrays barrio cholas/cholos in typical fashion, Enríquez
usually depicts their demeanor contrary to perceived stereotypes of criminality or callousness. Rather,
the expressions are humanized, showing emotions ranging from sadness and loneliness to
determination and pride. From his experience living in the barrio, Enríquez counters the exoticized
and criminalized way cholas and cholos are usually perceived by imbuing them with a range of
expression. Examples of this representation of barrio figures can be seen in Enríquez’s Sandra La
Cholita, and La Rosa Dolorosa de Mi Vida (fig. 3 and 4).

Fig. 3 (left). Gaspar Enríquez, “Sandra La Cholita,” 1992, Airbrushed Acrylic on Board. Photograph by the
artist. Fig. 4 (right). Gaspar Enríquez, “La Rosa Dolorosa de Mi Vida,” 1995, Mixed Media Installation.
Photograph by the artist.

These two pieces clearly show Enríquez’s esthetic and thematic sensibilities, presented across two
different mediums. Sandra La Cholita illustrates the chola persona as the central focus, giving her a
5

Enríquez, “About.”
Lori Eklund and Jerry Medrano, “Instructional Resources: community and Contemporary Chicano Art: Four El Paso
Artists,” Art Education 53, no. 4 (July 2000): 25–32.
6

78

posture that invokes a sense of pride, perhaps for her identity or ties to the barrio, through the slightly
raised facial glance. La Rosa Dolorosa de Mi Vida alludes to European traditional sculpture, invoking
Michelangelo’s famous Pieta, and thus highlighting Enríquez’s exposure to and study of the European
classical art tradition. However, the figures of Jesus Christ and Mary are replaced with barrio
individuals who echo the feelings of suffering and loss. The placement of a prominent Virgen de
Guadalupe sculpture in the installation’s background and a constructed ofrenda to the side both
reference important Mexican religious iconography, again highlighting values inherently found in
Enríquez’s constructed barrio.

Fig. 5. Gaspar Enríquez, “Neither Here nor There,” n.d., Acrylic on Paper, 3 out of 6 panels are shown.
Photograph by the artist.

In his acrylic on paper work, titled, Neither Here Nor There (fig. 5) Gaspar Enríquez turns his theme
to barrio bi-national identity. Once again depicting barrio women as the central subject, Enríquez
juxtaposes repeating portraits with altered color filters throughout six panels (Fig. 5). The hues
represent the colors of the United States and Mexican flag, respectively, alluding to the bi-national
identity of many individuals living in the barrio. The work calls into question how perceived ideas of
“nationality” are not exclusively binary in the barrio. One can belong to one or the other, or as the
work title suggests, neither. The racialized and politicized liminality of border identity is questioned
in the thematic content of these panels, showing Enríquez’s own perception of how the neighborhood
he is from identifies itself.
As noted, Enriquez’s foray into muralism was mostly done through curatorial projects with his students
at Bowie High School. His help curating the local mural, Tribute to Enedina ‘Nina’ Sánchez Cordero
shows how collaborative efforts between art students and the community helps preserve the memory
of local figures and institutions important to the Segundo Barrio. Enedina Sánchez Cordero, the
founder of Centro de Salud Familiar La Fe, is the subject of the mural; dedicated to her memory, the
mural depicts medical wellness symbols, as well as a sprawling scroll engraved with the poem Eres
Mujer Chicana. This project, carried out by the Bowie High School students under Gaspar Enríquez’s
direction, continued to highlight the importance of memorializing local community figures and social
issues. Enríquez’s purposeful instillment of social health, community, and Chicano values within the
mural is reflective of values he continually passed on to his students during his time at Bowie High
School.

79

Gaspar Enríquez’s instruction at Bowie High School would continue to influence another generation
of Segundo Barrio artistry. One of the most prolific muralists from this pedagogical genealogical tree
is Jesús “Cimi” Alvarado, a current muralist, instructor, and activist working in the community.
Alvarado’s formations of barrio identity stemmed from a young age, as he grew up in the Segundo
Barrio neighborhood and attended private school at the Sacred Heart Church during his early
childhood.7 His transition to public school education at Bowie High School exposed him to the art and
teaching of Gaspar Enríquez, whose preservation and cultivation of Chicano and barrio esthetics
would later form prominent components of Alvarado’s own work. Alvarado claims Enríquez’s tutelage
was the most impactful factor of his young adult life. Proud sensibilities of barrio and local figures,
the importance of religious iconography, and transnational identity are carried through from Enríquez’s
artwork into Alvarado’s public muralism.
The exploration of barrio figures in Alvarado’s work is seen in Pachuca Blood, a mural located in the
underpass bridges connecting Mexico to the United States, not far from the Segundo Barrio. Much
like Gaspar Enríquez’s earlier airbrushed acrylic work, Alvarado places the female Chicana barrio
identity, known as the Pachuca, as an expressive body proud of her transnational heritage. Wrapped
around like a shawl, the two flags of the United States and Mexico reaffirm her bi-cultural identity,
mirroring the identities of many inhabitants living throughout the El Paso-Ciudad Juárez borderland.
In her hand, the Sacred Heart again makes an appearance and interweaves religious values with
Alvarado’s own history of attendance at Sacred Heart Church into the iconography. The Pachuca
stands tall and with fierce determination on her face, reaffirming her proud yet liminal placement in
between two countries. Alvarado dedicated this mural to the women affected by the violence of the
late 2000s throughout Ciudad Juárez, the border city plagued in recent years by cartel drug wars,
government corruption, and silenced femicide.

7

Jesús Alvarado, “Little Big Paintings on a Wall: Mural Stories.,” filmed October 2018 in El Paso, TX, TED video,
14:16, https://www.ted.com/talks/jesus_alvarado_little_big_paintings_on_a_wall_mural_stories.
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Fig. 6 (left). Jesús Alvarado, “Pachuca Blood,” 2010. Photograph by the artist. Fig. 7 (right). Jesús Alvarado,
“Untitled Artspace Loft Mural,” 2018. Photograph by the artist.

Apart from Pachuca personas, locally recognized icons are also depicted in recent artwork by
Alvarado. His public mural for newly built apartment complexes in downtown El Paso was made in
collaboration with other local muralists. In this work, Alvarado reminisces on well-known local
figures, notably placing Abraham Chávez as the central focus of the mural. The longtime conductor of
the El Paso symphony and proponent of the arts in the downtown area, Abraham Chávez can be seen
with baton in hand, overlooking, “conducting,” and perhaps, inviting the community to participate in
remembering the figures painted beneath him. Mexican/Hispanic pop icons are depicted, as well, such
as, singer-comedian, Tin-Tan and wrestler, Sin Cara, figures that were prominent in old Mexican
movies and television programming that are remembered by many Mexican-Americans living in the
area.
Jesús “Cimi” Alvarado’s mission to continue instilling the muralism tradition with social issues is also
apparent in his curatorial and pedagogical influence. In 2010, an untitled mural project under his
supervision was painted in collaboration with Clínica La Fe and the El Paso Juvenile Probation
Department.8 In this project, several boys and girls from ages fifteen to seventeen dedicated service
hours to painting a mural that paid homage to immigrant issues, human rights, and Chicano identity.
This untitled mural painted in two large sections (fig. 8 and 9) dedicates part of its imagery to Chicano
culture. Pre-Colombian iconography, the United Farm Workers flag, and depictions of agriculture all
harken back to the Chicano activist history that Alvarado wished to depict and instill in the minds of
the young artists who participated in the project.

8

“Our Mural,” Las Americas Immigrant Advocacy Center, accessed September 24, 2020 https://las-americas.org/ourmural.
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Fig. 8 and Fig. 9. Jesús Alvarado and El Paso Juvenile Probation students, “Untitled Las Américas Mural,” n.d.
Photograph by Las Américas Immigrant Advocacy Center.

On the right side of the mural above the artists’ signatures, the words, “SB 1070” stand crossed out in
red under the shadow of a Justice Department statue, a clear rejection of the anti-immigrant and racist
conflagration caused by Arizona’s contentious passing of proposition SB 1070 that same year. The
other half of the mural depicts monarch butterflies, a long-standing symbol of migrant rights, crossing
an unwalled river and flying towards the liberating symbolism of the Statue of Liberty. The immediate
background contrasts the lived reality of the border, shown through a pinkish hued river clearly
depicting a walled division down the middle. Alvarado, no stranger to immigrant issues in the
southwest United States and his own city of El Paso, clearly comments on the divisive and racialdriven political policies happening at the time of this mural. Choosing the themes and values of
Chicano and Mexican-American identity for a project funded by juvenile probation programs and local
barrio social service institutions affirms Alvarado’s positionality and desire to continue instructing
youth, creating community awareness, and drawing on collective memory of past issues for relevance
in the immediate present.
Perhaps the best example of Alvarado’s amalgamation of esthetic and thematic Chicano and Segundo
Barrio sensibilities lies in a recent mural project. The use of religious iconography, barrio figures, and
transnational identity themes meld together in a mural painted shortly before President Trump’s first
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visit to the El Paso borderland during his administration.9 As part of a collaborative effort with students
at St. Thomas University and Jesús “Cimi” Alvarado’s affiliation with the Kalavera Culture Shop, a
local artist supply store, this mural draws on themes of migratory struggle and the responsibility the
barrio community-at-large has in response to political immigratory rhetoric. Gloria Yrrobali, a local
beauty shop owner, is the mural’s main subject, shown extending her arms with a welcoming, motherlike demeanor to a flock of monarch butterflies. With a green mantle over her head, a clear allusion to
the Virgen de Guadalupe, this barrio woman acts as a caretaker of the butterflies, expressing her love
and nurturing through her outstretched arms and, again, challenging the racialized perceptions of
barrio individuals. The mural’s theme comments on the current situation of border migrant detention
centers, a heated topic due to the purposeful separation of families, the rejection of asylum-seekers
into the country, and the neglected effort by the U.S. government to improve living conditions at
migrant facilities. Thematically derived from Pavel Freidmann’s poem, The Butterfly, Alvarado
parallels Friedmann’s own experience as a victim of concentration camp imprisonment during World
War II to the struggles of imprisoned asylum seekers today. The butterfly theme in this sense becomes
more than a migratory symbol; for both Freidmann and Alvarado, the butterfly is a symbol of hope
and the responsibility that humanity must have going forward.

Fig. 10. Jesús Alvarado, Kalavera Culture Shop, and St. Thomas University Students, “Untitled Mural,” 2019.
Photograph by the artist.

Much like the earlier SIDA mural that commented on the government’s inaction to ensure the
community’s welfare, Alvarado questions the current U.S. administration’s neglect to address
9

Mark R. Lambie, “Mural in El Paso's Segundo Barrio designed to highlight Borderland unity amid Trump visit,” El
Paso Times, February 9, 2019, https://www.elpasotimes.com/story/news/local/el-paso/2019/02/09/south-el-paso-muralhighlights-border-unity-president-trump-visit/2824134002/.
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immigrant issues, although in a much more performative aspect. Alvarado’s timing during President
Trump’s visit and purposeful placement of the mural to face the border wall performatively criticize
the government’s inhumane treatment of asylum seekers. The iconography of the mural, on the other
hand, seeks to evoke a sense of healing and hope rather than placing blame or criticizing. Alvarado’s
theme of migrant acceptance transcends any specific policy or administrative rhetoric; the mural
artwork is aimed for longevity and continued instilment of humanitarian values in the community it
reaches.
An important outcome of the Enríquez/Alvarado muralist tradition is the establishment of the Kalavera
Culture Shop. Situated in the same district as downtown El Paso and the Segundo Barrio, and cofounded by Jesús Alvarado, the Kalavera Culture Shop provides a space for artists to purchase art
supplies, display their work, and create viable economic opportunities for the continuation of their art
practice. Kalavera Culture Shop has collaborated with many local artistic collectives and schools. In
fall 2019, Kalavera Culture Shop was the chief curating entity for muralism at El Paso’s annual
community art festival, known as, “Chalk the Block.” During this three-day festival in the downtown
art district, amateur and professional chalk painting takes over the sidewalks of the barrios, while other
curated installations provide artwork in performative and muralist mediums. In 2019, Kalavera Culture
Shop’s curation of mural art focused largely on community identity. One mural placed around the
theater district shows images of cars and trolleys seen in the downtown transit area, as well as street
signs labeled “Father Rahm” and “Santa Fe,” which lie at the heart of the Segundo Barrio. El Paso’s
colloquial title, Chuco Town, itself a reference to Pachuco identity, is sprawled in graffiti-style letters
in green, red, and white hues. This restatement of Mexican flag colors reflects the collaborating artists’
view of El Paso’s bi-national identity. The continual display of values inherent to the El Paso
downtown community and Mexican-American community-at-large into muralism curated by the
Kalavera Culture Shop demonstrates the wish to continue the muralist tradition and ensure the
proliferation of socio-cultural values.
Muralism in the city of El Paso, Texas has historically been linked to societal issues affecting the
members of its barrios. From the early examples of murals linked to social institutions providing
services to the members of the community to the lineage of Chicano and transnational sensibilities
instilled through Bowie High School art programs in post-Civil Rights El Paso, it is evident these
traditions have a long-standing importance to the community. The depiction of barrio figures as proud
reflections of their neighborhood have thematically carried across the artwork of Gaspar Enríquez and
Jesús “Cimi” Alvarado. Mexican religious iconography and transnational identity have also been a
unifying theme in the community artwork of the Segundo Barrio. These esthetic and thematic choices
by artists in El Paso reaffirm their own personal views of the barrio, their sensibilities, and their
identity. Through the practice of sharing, collaborating, curating, and teaching, these values continue
to proliferate into mural artwork in El Paso and the greater Southwest. More and more, artists from
within and outside the community are claiming a space on the Segundo Barrio’s walls and are eager
to continue the enrichment of community values, identity, and resilience in a way that commemorates
the past while inspiring hope for the future.
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No Me Di Cuenta
by Cathy Chávez
Fall arrived early in 2017—at least it felt that way. The delicious smell of green chile reached every
corner in New Mexico and weaved its way through the breezy cool weather at the Annual SWOP
Chile Harvest Fiesta. The event, held near Washington Middle School at the Albuquerque SWOP,
brought together joyful crowds consisting of different generations of local community members and
visitors from throughout New Mexico.
Joaquín, an experienced farmer, arrived early and came equipped with chicharrones and tortillas
from García’s Restaurant. He believed the way to the volunteers’ hearts was to fill their panzas with
good food.
“These chicharrones are the best, carnal! I left home hungry, but not anymore. Gracias Joaquín,
how can I help?” said an enthusiastic volunteer.
Joaquín replied, “Help me unload these tables and then we are set.” He continued with a sense of
urgency, “People are already arriving with their crock pots and they need to set up.”
Once everything was organized, it was close to noon, and everyone gathered for the main event, the
Green Chile Stew Cook Off. Anyone could enter the contest as long as their stew was prepared and
ready for tasting when they arrived. Excitement was in the air, but something was missing. Someone
was missing. Eric, a long-time community activist and SWOPista was not attending this year. He had
lost his battle with cancer a year ago, but his aura was strong in the hearts of his close friends. His
son, Karlos, was one of the first people to show up that day. His presence silently reminded his
father’s close friends, including Joaquín, of the pain that never subsided from missing the recently
departed. Since Eric had won first place the previous four years his close friends felt a little strange
and sad participating in the contest without him and his famous green chile stew. But I suppose, once
again, life goes on…
On August 12th, a year before the event, Joaquín and many other friends and acquaintances attended
Eric’s memorial service. Those who were not too weakened by his loss shared a favorite story or
memory of Eric. For many, including Joaquín, it was too painful.
A year later, at the Chile Cook Off, one story still lingered in Joaquín’s heart. This particular memory
always brought a smile to his face. He had been too overwhelmed to share before but Joaquín felt
ready now. Oral tradition and passing on stories is commonplace and powerful in New Mexico.
Remembering those we have lost and sharing our memories about them is part of that tradition. The
following true story is the memory Joaquín shared…
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Thirty miles east of Wagon Mound, New Mexico stood “La Casita de los Martínez.” It sat at the
edge of the mesa and overlooked the Mora, Canadian, and Cimarron rivers. Lupe and Rocky
Martínez were happy to share their casita with family and friends looking to get away from city life.
It was late May, in approximately 1986. Sofia, Richard, Jeanne, Eric, Joaquín and Gail (and all of
their kids) were enjoying fun times together at the casita. It was not uncommon for the Martínez
family to spend time in Wagon Mound with friends and familia. Of course, Rocky had to keep a
close eye on the city folk. They always made messes in and around the residence. Their sloppiness
often included burying fish guts on the property, making it easier to attract the bears!
It was early in the morning that Saturday and Joaquín, Eric, and Sofia had already participated in the
ritual of smoking one of Joaquín’s “deluxe cigarettes.” Coffee was brewing and the cook stove was
warming up the cozy home. The other adults and children were still sound asleep. Early bird Eric
was preparing breakfast. He had taken it upon himself to search for a pot to boil the papas for the
morning meal. Joaquin walked into the kitchen, paying little attention to the details of his friend’s
cooking; Eric was a good cook and never disappointed. The only thing on Joaquín’s mind was the
sense of warmth and love everyone would feel once they all gathered around the table to enjoy their
meal. Without realizing it, however, Joaquín was observing the making of a great memory that
included the pot Eric was cooking with. Joaquín would forever reply when answering questions
about the infamous pot, “no me di cuenta!”
It wasn’t until Sofia entered the kitchen and poured herself a cup of coffee that the mistake was
discovered. Sofia’s dark brown eyes nearly popped out of her head! She was in shock! Eric had
naively chosen a “basin” to boil the potatoes in. He had no idea that the pot he chose was actually a
toilet basin used years ago by Sofia’s mother, Lupe, when she stayed there. The toilet basin was
necessary because indoor toilets were not installed yet when Lupe visited. Needless to say, Sofia
immediately ran and tossed out the potatoes, basin and all!
Everyone laughed at the gaffe. Pobre Eric—he was really embarrassed and never heard the end of it.
The story traveled quickly throughout all of Wagon Mound within a matter of hours. All of the
viejitos in the town waited impatiently to see Eric so they could give him a hard time. People would
ask Joaquín why he didn’t say anything to prevent Eric from using the toilet basin and his response
was always the same, “no me di cuenta!”
Eric told Joaquín the alleged “toilet basin” did not look at all like a toilet basin, describing it as
fancy, blue in color, and equipped with a lid. Eric always became very defensive when the tale came
up.
Joaquín and other friends fondly remember this story as a reminder of the great times they enjoyed
together with their friend Eric. After telling the story at the cook off, Joaquín no longer held back his
tears. He felt proud and happy to release the emotions he felt towards his friend. Life really does go
on.
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Every year the visitors, participants in the competition, itinerary, and details of the Chile Harvest
Fiesta change. However, the event and the smell of green chile stew reminds us of Eric. We will
never forget our friend, Eric Schmieder, and his talents in the kitchen, despite the basin incident!
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Esther Marie García, “Guadalupe Overpass,” 2018
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Abuelita’s Hands = Justice
by Jaelyn deMaria
Justice occupies space, mentally and physically and is the result of multiple, constantly evolving
struggles for balance in Xicanx communities. It is not a one-dimensional conceptual theory of law,
but, rather, it is visible, tangible, and experiential movement. To me justice resides in my
grandmother’s hands. (Fig. 1)

Figure 1. Jaelyn deMaría, “My Abuelita’s Hands Are My Strength, Martineztown, New Mexico,” 2011

The seeds that were given to us by our ancestors, who developed a relationship with them over time,
allows us to put those seeds in the ground and watch them grow. However, the muddy handprints on
the walls of the abandoned adobe in the Sangre de Cristo Land Grant in New Mexico clearly
communicate presence, existence, and a connection to the earth, but also tell the story of a betrayal.
The muddy hands of the land grant heirs make the betrayal of the U.S. government’s promise under
the Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo visible. (Fig. 2)
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Figure 2. Jaelyn deMaría, “Muddy Marks of Existence, Sangre de Cristo Land Grant,” 2009

The symbol of the hand communicates something entirely different when it is severed from its
spiritual and physical connection to home. It is because of the stories our grandparents have
imprinted in the Xicanx landscape, that we want to know more about how spaces are claimed for the
seeds that they gave us to grow. (Fig. 3)
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Figure 3. Jaelyn deMaría, “Sofia’s Hands Show Continuance, Wagon Mound, New Mexico,” 2012

Human beings have left evidence of their existence in the form of muddy handprints all over the
world. It is a signature that suggests power in presence. My research advocates for community
defined justice and I make photographs from that perspective. I choose to focus on projects that
make human connections to place visible. (Fig. 4)
The purpose of the submission of photography is to show connection to a Xicanx homeland in New
Mexico. Human connection to place is intense and intricate. Its intensity is strong enough to attach
people to a conceptual homeland and its intricacy finds its power in the multiple manifestations of
community and personal identity associated with place. Keith Basso (1996) suggests,
Knowledge of places is therefore closely linked to knowledge of the self, to grasping one’s position
in the larger scheme of things. Including one’s own community, and to securing a confident sense of
who one is as a person (p. 34).
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Figure 4. Jaelyn deMaría, “Planting Seeds in My Barrio, Martineztown, New Mexico,” 2007

Several theorists have explored knowledge of self and community in connection to place as culture
in various ways. Each offering a slightly different perspective on the ways in which physical places
in the universe and mental spaces in the mind connect to communicate cultural identity. Edward T.
Hall (1959) suggests that, “Literally thousands of experiences teach us unconsciously that space
communicates. Yet, this fact would probably never have been brought to the level of consciousness if
it had not been realized that space is organized differently in each culture” (p. 161). Emotional
attachments and physical necessities bond people to their homeland so deeply that place becomes
part of the core being of humanity as is expressed through the cultural landscape. “Places, we realize,
are as much a part of us as we are of them” (Basso, 1996, xiv). Humans alter environments in ways
that allow those who share the same environment to develop a sense of shared identity. People have,
and continue to, construct their surroundings in ways that communicate about who they are and
about where they find meaning. By grasping subtle elements of place one can begin to read
environments like texts and uncover clues about the culture of the people and the communities that
live with these places, and how they have acted to create environments that mirror their own identity
and, equally, how natural and built environments shape conceptualizations of Self and Other. This is
a photographic contribution that makes these concepts visible.
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Ghost
by Julia Storch
The sun had been beating down on each plank of wood for fifty years with no repairs, bleaching the
entire town. The roofs had rusted, eaten away at by chemistry until the rain could worm its way
inside the tin. But the monsoon season had disappointed this year, as each blade of green struggled to
break through the dust. The dust lived, it sprung up behind every footprint and every tire that lost its
way into the town. When the wind slapped the walls, the dust fought back, creating tornados that
engulfed everything. A few years ago, they tried to make the town a tourist attraction, but the town
resisted. The wood blinded the visitors and gave them splinters, while the dust nipped at every
exposed ankle and the roofs groaned in disapproval. Now the only visitors were the tumbleweeds
which gathered at the last section of fence standing, piling up until the snow broke them apart. Even
lizards avoided the town, preferring the shade of yucca blades to the abandoned buildings.
Perhaps the town knew that the mountain still harbored a grudge against the past inhabitants and that
was why it kept everything away. The mountain had been gutted, desecrated, the town constructed
with its innards. The town was the mountain’s offspring and the mountain hated the town for that.
The mountain would send down months of sunlight, which made the dust multiply, until the
mountain sent down five minutes of rain, which would wash everything out of the town except the
homes and the last piece of fence remaining. The town could not retaliate, so it hurt the mountain the
only way it could; by enduring.
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the. BROKEN. GAY. CHICANX. grind.
by Damon Carbajal

6:45 AM. Alarm. Wake up. Shower. Get Dressed. Coffee.
Keys. Drive. To Work. The Grind. Work. Coffee. Work.
Coffee. Work.
Meeting 9 AM. Meeting 11 AM. Meeting 2 PM. Drive.
To Class. The Grind. In Class. Talk. Smile. Laugh. Talk. Drive.
To Apt. Coffee. Homework. Read. Wine. Homework. Eat. Coffee. Homework.
2 AM. Sleep. I wish.
PANIC ATTACK.
Sleep. I wish.
NO ONE LIKES ME.
3 AM. Sleep. Finally.
4 AM. NIGHTMARE.
Sleep. I wish.
PANIC ATTACK.
Sleep. I wish.
I’M SO LONELY
4:45 AM. Sleep. Finally
5:15 AM. STARTLED AWAKE.
Sleep. I wish.
FLASHBACK.
Sleep. I wish.
SUICIDE?
Sleep. I wish.
I HATE MYSELF.
5:45 AM. Sleep. Finally.
6:10 AM. ANXIETY.
Sleep. I wish.
STRESS.
Sleep. I wish.
I’M GOING TO FAIL.
Sleep. I wish.
WHY DOES EVERYONE HATE ME?
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Sleep. I wish.
FUCK ME.
6:30 AM. Sleep. Finally.
6:45 AM. Alarm. Wake up. Shower. Get Dressed. Coffee.
Keys. Drive. To Work. The Grind. Work. Coffee. Work.
Coffee. Work.
Meeting 9 AM. Meeting 11 AM. Meeting 2 PM. Drive.
To Class. The Grind. In Class. Talk. Smile. Laugh. Talk. Drive.
To Apt. Coffee. Homework. Read. Wine. Homework. Eat. Coffee. Homework.
REPEAT. REPEAT. REPEAT. REPEAT.
Life. Broken. Gay. Chicanx.
Student. REPEAT. REPEAT.
REPEAT. REPEAT.
Life. Broken. Gay. Chicanx.
Student. REPEAT. REPEAT.
REPEAT. REPEAT.
9 AM. GRADUATION. DEGREE.
CELEBRATION. GRIND OVER
NEVER.
STILL. LIFE. BROKEN. GAY. CHICANX.
GRIND. UNTIL. YOU. DIE. MARGINALIZED. MUST. BE. PERFECT. PERfecT. pErfeCT.
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Photographs by Esther Marie Garcia

Esther Marie García, “Quarantine Llorona,” 2020
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Esther Marie García, “Rusty Pieces,” 2019
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Esther Marie García, “Piano Graveyard,” 2020
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“‘Even if You’re Not Going to Plant, Use Your Water’: Forging Identity Through Cultural
Practices”
Compiled and curated by Rafael A. Martínez, Froilán Orozco, and Nancy Canales-Navarrete

The Humans of New Mexico project, founded April 2016, utilizes oral history and photography as
community-based educational platforms to document the living circumstances and complex issues that
affect diverse New Mexican communities. This photo essay, compiled from the Humans of New
Mexico Pecos Valley Series, captures the lives of people from the Pecos Valley of Northern New
Mexico. The most interviews and oral histories collected by the Humans of New Mexico project
occurred in this region of Northern New Mexico. The Pecos Valley Series underscores how planting
represents culturally-grounded and artistic expressions of Northern New Mexico that forge human
identity, cultural practice, and community. In this sense, community members engage in artivism.1
The authors and compilers of this educational project have captured community members responding
to change and transformation through long-held and recently adopted regional cultural practices. The
phrase “use your water” stems from the longer declarative statement, “Even if you're not going to
plant, use your water” and underscores a local emphasis on action for the sake of subsistence and
human expression. For many in the Pecos Valley, planting represents an essential part of living. By
working the land with their hands, local residents experience an intimate connection to the land that
produces sustenance integral for survival. As such, planting simultaneously allows people of the region
to engage creatively with the land in the ways they choose to design their gardens and farms.
The Pecos Valley is wedged between its sister cities of Santa Fe and Las Vegas in Northern New
Mexico. The region was originally inhabited by indigenous Pueblo and Plains communities who later
came under Spanish rule. The colonizers established land grant communities, recognizing the area’s
agricultural past and future agricultural potential. The Valley, as many of the participants in the series
commonly refer to the area, is composed of various elements that contribute to the character and
cultural legacy of the region including, but not limited to: indigenous roots and traditions, pueblitos
(towns) that remain from historical land grant communities, and people transplanted to the region. The
Humans of New Mexico “Pecos Valley Series” spans a two-year period (2016–2018) and is
comprised of eleven oral histories. This essay, “‘Even if You're not Going to Plant, Use Your Water’:
Forging Identity Through Cultural Practices,” focuses on five oral histories from the series that frame
the themes of identity, farming, and activism as, both, cultural practices and artivism. These themes
and topics are prevalent and relevant in defining the Southwest historically andcontemporarily. The
Pecos Valley serves as a microcosm of the greater Southwest, offering ways to tease out important
lessons and community-based solutions to living and surviving in rural localities.
1

Chon Noriega is credited with coining the term, “artivist” or “artivism,” to combine the practice of being an artist and
activist. In this case, we are extending the term to represent agriculture and farming as an artform and cultural practice by
the people of Northern New Mexico who combine agriculture and farming with their activism in the ways they work to
preserve their water rights, lands, and traditions.
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The selected stories from the Pecos Valley Series gathered for this essay come from interviews with
the following people: Ralph Vigil Jr. (Pecos), Abel Aguilar (Pecos), Eileen Mulvihill (Villanueva),
Jeanette Iskat (Coruco), and Nazca Armentha Warren and Phil Rothwell who were interviewed
together (La Fragua). Humans of New Mexico was welcomed by the El Valle Women’s Collaborative
organization who then, by word of mouth, connected the group with the other interviewees throughout
the Pecos Valley. These participants included folks with long historical ties to the region dating back
hundreds of years and more recent transplants. Together, these people provide diverse perspectives on
living in the Pecos Valley based on their relationship to the land, highlighting some of the complexities
associated with placemaking. This essay includes an unpublished photography exhibit accompanied
by transcribed interviews. These oral histories shed light on the participants’ understanding of the
ways in which agriculture as a practice connects people to the land, creates community, and fosters
generational preservation. Additional photographson all six participants are archived online and can
be found at www.humansofnewmexico.com.
The “Pecos Valley Series” was inspired and influenced by the notion of what Nuevo Mexicano
scholars’ term, Querencia –a deep love for place and its history. Emphasizing this point, the late
Chicano scholar, Rudolfo Anaya, wrote, “Querer is to love, querencia is love. For me, it is more than
a sense of place: it is a special relationship to la madre tierra that produces our food” (Anaya 2020,
xvi).
The “Pecos Valley Series” represents part of ongoing collaborative community-based educational
efforts between Humans of New Mexico, the David F. Cargo Library (Villanueva), and El Valle
Women’s Collective (Pecos Valley).2 The collaboration seeks to preserve cultural practices, oral
histories and traditions, build community participatory art exhibits, and host storytelling events and
workshops for Pecos Valley youth. In the interviews, Pecos Valley community members speak about
the importance of passing on cultural practices such as farming to the next generation and building
community programs and organizations that heighten consciousness through activism.
The narrative portion of the essay begins with an introduction of the six participants who provide the
voices for the essay. Ralph Vigil Jr. and Abel Aguilar, long-time residents of the Pecos Valley with
family history in the area, open the essay. Their introductions are followed by the more recent
transplants: Eileen Muvihill, Jeannette Iskat, Nazca Armentha, and Warren and Phil Rothwell. In

2

We would like to give special thanks to the following organizations and institutions for their support in organizing,
connecting, and aiding in our interview process. The Center of Southwest Culture was responsible for introducing Humans
of New Mexico to the El Valle Women’s Collaborative. Shelley Smith served as official liaison to the El Valle Women’s
Collaborative and helped plan the majority of our interviews. El Valle Women’s Collaborative welcomed our group into
the community. The David F. Cargo Library collaborated with Humans of New Mexico and hosted some of the interviews.
Ralph Vigil Jr. embraced our cluster with kindness onto his land and provided the Humans of New Mexico with a detailed
history of the region. Finally, the overall community of the broader Pecos Valley always made the group feel welcome and
willingly collaborated in our efforts to collect oral histories—with great appreciation and gratitude, we thank you.
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these brief introductions, participants begin detailing their life narratives and connection with the
land and agriculture in the Pecos Valley.
Pecos Valley Introductions
Ralph Vigil Jr.
My name is Ralph Vigil Jr. I'm from here, from Pecos. I've lived here all my life. I was born in Las
Cruces but been here, in Pecos, [and] raised on the east side [of] Pecos. I went to school here, Pecos
High School. After High School, I went into [the] military for a short period, and after that I got into
working in Corrections. Then after that, I started working at [the] Santa Fe County Assessor's office.
Did that for a couple of years. I liked it so I went and got my real estate license. I was a broker for nine
years, and I did that until the recession hit and the market crashed, and I had to find something to do
so I started doing this (farming).

Figure 1. Rafael A. Martínez,“Ralph Vigil Jr. on His Land in Pecos, New Mexico,” 2016

Abel Aguilar
I’ll tell you about the town I grew up [in], Grants, New Mexico. It's about seventy miles west of
Albuquerque, that’s where I grew up. That was a mining and exploration town but ultimately it turned
out that it was not a healthy place for me. Then I moved to Santa Fe. I was there from eighty-four [to]
nine-four, [and] in nine-four, I moved back out here [to Pecos Valley].
Nazca Armentha Warren and Phil Rothwell
My name is Nazca Warren and I grew up primarily in Las Cruces, New Mexico. I also spent time in
Chicago and Mexico. Las Cruces is definitely my hometown. I’ve lived in El Valle [Pecos Valley]
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now for about five years. We live in La Fragua, which our postal code for the whole valley is Ribera,
but this is La Fragua. La Fragua is a name or an antiquated name for a blacksmith (Warren, 2017).
My name is Phil and I have been in the [Pecos Valley] for the last five years. I was born and raised in
the Detroit area and I escaped! To me growing up, that’s really an important part of leaving where you
are from. It can be really oppressive in the sense that you get boxed into an identity. It’s great forme to
be in New Mexico. Definitely a better fit. It’s a lot ‘freer’ out here, and I appreciate it (Rothwell, 2017).3
Eileen Mulvihill
I had seen the Pecos Valley in my early travels. I used to go from Urbana Champaign [Illinois] to
California every summer. I would drive out with friends for a two-week vacation. And then my sister
and her partner moved here, to Ribera, probably in the mid-’90s. I used to visit them. And this valleyis
just so incredibly beautiful. I’m a Pisces, I have to be on [the] water. I knew I had to buy a place that
was on the river. In 1998, I discovered that I have a genetic disease. So, I moved here [Villanueva,
New Mexico] in 2007 after I had a third episode with this disease. I had a stroke and so I was starting
off all new. So, my first three years here, I was just recovering from that stroke primarily.

Figure 2. Rafael A. Martínez, “Eileen Mulvihill outside her home in Villanueva, New Mexico,” 2017

3

Nazca Armentha Warren & Phil Rothwell are husband and wife living in La Fragua, New Mexico within the Pecos
Valley. They were interviewed together.
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Jeanette Iskat
There's something about New Mexico that really resonates with me. We came out here, my husband
lasted about [silence]... definitely a much bigger culture shock for him, he had been in East L.A. his
whole life and it just didn't work for him, so we got divorced and we're still friends. He moved back
to L.A. and I stayed here. I now live in Coruco, down the road from Ribera. It apparently means “mite”
in Spanish. It is so beautiful where I live but the name makes me itchy!
The participants in this essay reveal the multiple and diverse trajectories each one of them took in
arriving to the Pecos Valley area. Every individual expresses a fascination with their connection to the
land and building a sustainable future from it. In the next section, participants of the essay connect the
local towns, villages, pueblitos, and their own homes to the broader identity of the Pecos Valley region
that characterizes Northern New Mexico.
A People’s History of the Pecos Valley and It’s Traditions

Figure 3. Rafael A. Martínez, “Villanueva City Limit Sign in Villanueva, New Mexico,” 2016

Abel Aguilar
There’s some real fascinating stuff [on] my mom’s side of the family. My mother is from a town called
El Pueblo. And the town she is from is called El Pueblo because on the other side of the river, adjacent
from the town, is an old Indian ruin that was inhabited up until I believe the early 1800s and
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at that point that pueblo got incorporated into Las Vegas Pueblo, which got incorporated into Jemez
Pueblo. My dad is from a little town down the road, named Cena. The original name of the town was
El Portecito. Later on, it got changed to Cena because a lot of people with that last name lived in the
area and so they changed it. I believe the names started changing when the post office mail was being
more and more [used] because the names were confusing. Villanueva used to be called La Cuesta and
I understand that they changed it to Villanueva because they were always getting confused with the
mail from ‘Cuesta, NM’ and ‘La Cuesta.’
My fondest memories as a little child are from this valley. I was here from just a little after birth,
probably from about a year and a half old ‘till about los four-and-a-half years old and I canremember
a lot of things. I always liked nature and the quiet and that’s why I’m here. I could be, I could live in
other places and work and make money and whatever, money is not worth, that’s not everything. I have
a lot of trades that I can do, but I am living here because of the quiet and tranquility and I feel at home.
Ralph Vigil Jr.
The culture, the history. I mean we have one of the… it was one of the largest Pueblos at the time,
Pecos Pueblo, it was called Cicuye [pueblo name] and Tewa [language name] and you know that's a
big part of the history here. The Old Santa Fe Trail, the trading post, I mean there's just so much
that's happened around here and to be part of that and to be carrying on the traditions that my great
great-great-great-grandfather, Donaciano Vigil, brought. He was the first Hispanic territorial governor
of New Mexico, so he was able to obtain this land grant on this side of Pecos, which we've mostly lost
to [the] Forest Service. But, we're able to keep the irrigated lands down here and some of the land on
the side of the hill there where I live. And it's just been great. I mean a lot of people don'tembrace the
culture, a lot of people forget about it, [and] move on.
Nazca Armentha Warren & Phil Rothwell
The old town [La Fragua] was built across the river, and the river was on this side of the fields, and
[then] there was a major flood. The old town was destroyed, then the river switched course. Now the
town was built on this side of the fields, and the river runs on the other side. One day we just went
across the river and we saw that there [were] so many shells of houses. History doesn’t get told unless
you live here [La Fragua] and there [are] not a lot of historical markers, and it’s a shame because there
[are] all these great stories.
Here is the history of the house [that we live in now] that I know [it] started in La Fragua. This house
was built about one-hundred-and-ten years ago. It’s really well done in the traditional style. It’s been
lived in constantly that whole time. The history of the house is interesting because it was used to make
bootleg liquor.
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Many of the people here claim that they come from the original settlers that came from Spain, so
they all got land grants. On our deed to the house, it actually has the seal of Queen Isabella of Spain,
because the laws of the land grants had not changed that much since then. There are really old families
and they have really different outlooks than anywhere else I’ve lived in New Mexico. Here you see all
these different bits of history and it all comes together to form a living history of the valley.
The contributors to this essay demonstrate that connecting to their local history has encouraged them
to get involved directly in their community through environmental activism and community farming
practices. In the next section they detail different programs, ideas, and approaches to cultivating
community in their communal farming practices.
Environmental Activism and Community Farming Practices

Figure 4. Rafael A. Martínez, “El Valle Community Center sign in Villanueva, New Mexico,” 2016

Eileen Mulvihill
My motivation around trying to start up a “Youth Farm-to-Market,” program [was for] kids to learn to
love being on the land and working with the land and improving the land. I love teaching kids thatthey
can make mistakes and that it's important to make mistakes because you learn when you're honest with
yourself and it makes you think about doing things differently. This year we had
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twenty-four kids that showed up for the “Youth Farm-to-Market,” and the things I get to teach them
about how I do not like bullies, and I do not let bullies stay in the program. And how girls and boyscan
do the same things. Those are things that have been important in my life and I think because of that I
am basically a very happy person.
Ralph Vigil Jr.
Find something to do in your community to help preserve it. Learn something about your community,
number one. Learn something about who you were, how your people came to be in thatarea, and then
go from there. Dive into [it] and be part of it and learn to be part of that history; be part of making
history in the area, leaving your imprint like your ancianos [elders] and leaving a mark for your
grandchildren to be able to inherit something so beautiful and so rich in tradition, culture, [and] history.
I mean we're such beautiful people with such diverse backgrounds that there'snothing to be ashamed
of.
We need more kids teaching, farming [and] more attorneys that are willing to come out and help the
small communities help defend the water rights. Always give back to your community, our
community's given us so much. We don't even think about it, but I mean, I'm not just saying the people,
but the land, the area, where you exist, your home. Take care of it, help beautify it, and don’tdestroy
it. I see too many kids these days who don't care, they go and tear up the sides of the mountains, make
messes, throw trash, litter, just making a mess. Why would you do that to such a beautiful place in your
backyard? So always respect where you are in life and where you're from and always remember that.
If you don't take care [for] this place, this place won’t take care of you. And that has to be something
that stays in their mind. And always go back, even if they leave, always go back and do something.
Even if it's not big, just something to make a little impression that'll last forever that way people can
see that you're setting an example for future generations, so we don't forget who we are.
One thing that my dad always said, ‘even if you're not going to plant, use your water, use your water
Ralph.’ I remember growing up I used to hide from dad when it was time to clean the acequia. I
hated it.
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Figure 5. Rafael A. Martínez, “Ralph Vigil’s family greenhouse in Pecos, New Mexico,” 2016

Nazca Armentha Warren and Phil Rothwell
It was hard at first to understand how to live ‘rurally.’ Both of us coming from cities, we have had to
do a lot of shedding of our layers and understanding what that looks like. I think we are now really
making these connections with folks like El Valle Women’s Collaborative and the Farmer’s
Collaborative. Those things are really essential to rural living. I see the value in it because the
community is important. True self-sufficiency is impossible. We need each other. It’s just so important
to know where your food comes from and to be a part of nature and to know the land. It’s just so
expansive and beautiful here [Pecos Valley]. We want it to be an agricultural venue for all ofus.
My neighbor down the road has his own field, but he’s just one guy out there working hard, and he
needs help. He has been here for generations and he knows what he is doing in his own style. My style
might be different from his [growing] vegetables, but I would like to learn that style and really respect
it. Find the way to help him if he does need help. It’s strange to ask for help or to be given help, but
through something like that it’s really wonderful to have somebody who helps. We can each be
economically viable while also having that for our neighbors and friends as well. There’s such a
demand now for organic food, which around here it's not organic it’s just the way it’s always been
done. The fields are all there, most of them are not getting worked, but they could be. Encouraging that
type of farming is really great because then you wouldn’t have to commute, you just work in the valley.
I think that the El Valle Women’s Collaborative primarily brings women together, which is important.
They are all so talented and bring so much to the community. A lot of us are outsiders,and we are
trying to reach out to people at large, not because we want to change what’s here, but we
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want to be a part of it. We want opportunities for everybody. We want opportunities for ourselves, we
want opportunities for our neighbors down the road who have lived here for generations. There’s just
an exchange that happens that really grows out of the heart out of this place (Warren, 2017).
I feel like we are really in this important page in history where people have really become
disempowered in so many ways. We are disempowered to provide our own food. We are
disempowered to provide for our own house. Everything is being outsourced to Monsanto in the food
industry to big pharma in the western medical establishment. Our power is in community organizing,
[it is] being outsourced to [the] government thousands of miles away and I think we are all suffering
as a result of that. But there is this resurgence to be the person of the renaissance now, [it] means to be
able to provide your own food. To know how to heal yourself from minor illnesses. To be more orless
to be able to be a self-sufficient person. Even in that passive way, community building can be about
thinking about what society you want to live in. What would your part in that society be? And then do
it (Rothwell, 2017)!
Abel Aguilar
The people in this valley, in the past, used to be interdependent and they would support one another,
through the farming community. Any way that you could help your neighbor, people were doing that.
My grandfather’s mother raised poultry, that was her specialty and she would trade poultry for
vegetables [and] other things. My grandmother, she farmed, so she had lots of vegetables that she
would trade and the story has been told by many elders in this valley that during the time of the
depression they had almost no clue that there was a depression because this was an inter-dependent,
a very self-reliant place. Everyone helped each other out. There was a community grinding mill, there
were all kinds of things that everybody could use when somebody needed to build a house or work on
a house. If [a] house burned down, everybody would show up, you know, the way it should still be.
Eileen Mulvihill
I started being treasurer of our acequia. I knew that we had thirty-four small farms along our stretch of
the acequia. At the time that I got here, only five people were using their water. Now, it's up to about
eleven. But we still have so much land that is not being used. We are at risk of losing the waterrights. I
felt like I had to try and get involved in bringing the acequia back.
The women's collaborative [El Valle Women’s Collaborative], has been a very new experience from
the point of view of working mostly with women. As a scientist, as a molecular biologist, I’d say I was
outnumbered by men eight-to-one. So, most of my career, I worked in a man's world and I kept getting
fired. Because I didn't like things that were happening and told people [laughing].
I like the energy that the women have [in El Valle Women’s Collaborative], the willingness to know
that they can work hard, but also take care of each other. So, I wish that the women's collaborative
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spirit can infiltrate the two community centers here [in Villanueva, New Mexico]. I feel like it's starting
to happen down in Ribera, but it was starting to happen here in Villanueva, but then it stopped.
Jeanette Iskat
Well, it [El Valle Women’s Collaborative] started with some of my neighbors about 3.5 years ago.
They just wanted a place to hang out so one of the women had a farm. It was like that for two or
three meetings and then they just all decided that everyone was an activist, and everybody was a
doer. They were like, ‘we should do something around that,’ ‘I don't like the way that thing is in our
community.’ And it just took off from there. We had rented a building, and even though we had that,
Martha was talking about the ‘pay what you want’ thrift store. People would come in; some folks would
give us $10 for a $1 hat and some folks would give us $1 for five garbage bags full of stuff. And some
people were reselling it in Las Vegas in the flea market and there were a lot of conversations around
that, like, ‘is that okay?’ And I'm like, ‘yeah, they're making a living off of it right?’ Part of this is
supporting people to survive too. So, if they take that to Vegas they are just likea local version of a
picker. Give them that power. So, it worked out really good.
We were spending a thousand a month and we were still managing to be open out here where the
average per capita family income is $16,000. The thrift store was the one that brought most of the
community in. I would think in the entire valley you're looking under five-thousand people, and that's
if I’m including [all of the pueblitos]. Some of them are super small and tucked in, there's something
like seventeen little pueblitos in here. And that's including the people who are quasi-seasonal, who
come in for the weekends.
Ralph Vigil Jr.
I was fortunate that my dad already had the tractors. But I can see somebody starting that doesn't have
any equipment, it'd be pretty costly. This piece of land, my family always farmed [it]. My dad has
always done it after work, so it's always been part of us. I never really did it full-time until a couple of
years ago, but we just really wanted to maintain the acequias—the water rights. Growing up with him,
the biggest lesson I learned was the water rights and protecting them and using them. I mean my dad
would plant but he wouldn’t plant to sell, it was for home consumption or he'd give it away. But he
always just planted to keep the water rights. And he was really instrumental in drilling that into my
head and instilling those values into my everyday thinking. We used to do nothing but row cropping.
Now, I’m doing raised beds, different types of high value type crops. We were used toplanting our
traditional crops; corn, bean, squash. Now we've moved into a whole different variety ofcrops, and drip
irrigation, and different business models [and] turning it into a business.
Through the years, being in the Acequia Commission. I've had to be at the legislature, [and] in fact I’m
the one who works the Legislature for the [Acequia] Commission and its efforts, as far as advocating
for acequias and getting funding. I’ve been very fortunate that they listen to me and I
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have several senators [who] understand the importance of acequias and water rights in New Mexico
and they fight to protect it. When there's acequia issues they call me and ask what they should do
and basically, I give them some advice and something that guides them in the right direction. I’ve
brought them over here [to the Pecos Valley], Senators [and] Representatives.
I always try to stress the importance of our water rights. As far as urban, you know, the cities put a
lot of pressure. People don't think that all the people in Pecos aren't affected. Yeah, we are, because the
city and its efforts to grow they need water and the only water, as far as marketable water, is going to
come from our acequias. And they'll start severing them from our lands and we'll start having problems
over here for the guy down the stream who wants to irrigate and there's no water in the city anymore
[because] we've sold it all. It puts a lot of stress, it puts a lot of pressure on us and we try to bring
awareness to different policy makers that what happens in Albuquerque [and] Santa Fe, affects us here.
We're not for sale –that's one of the biggest things that I've stressed.
The participants of this essay discuss traditional and new ways of connecting with the land and
involving their communities. Through environmentalism and community agriculture, people in
Northern New Mexico preserve the ways people have been coming together to build community and
survive in the region for generations. In the next section, the community participants share their future
dreams and aspirations for the valley.
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Future Dreams for the Valley

Figure 6. Rafael A. Martínez, “Abandoned Elementary School in Villanueva, New Mexico,” 2016

Eileen Mulvihill
I’m worried about the valley. I mean I've been a farmer now for almost nine years and just in those
years, I can see climate change. Long time farmers in the valley say they don't know what is going to
happen.
We have to get a solar network established up and down this valley. We have got to have everybody
riding bicycles or walking. We have to have a walking path or a bike path because twenty years from
now there's not going to be fuel for all the cars and trucks. So, I feel like we have to start working now,
really hard. And it's going to be hard, because I’d say most of the county commissioners and most of
our legislative people really are not living in a real world.
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Nazca Armentha Warren and Phil Rothwell
There is just so much heart and culture and love [in Villanueva] and open space. The push is more
towards nature schools and schools where there is community. It is communities of parents getting
together and raising their children together. I have been inspired by a lot of the families I have met
recently who do home school, but I think that homeschooling can also be isolating. I would really like
to see the valley have that opportunity to raise our children together. To not have to go that muchfurther
for middle school or high school to places like Las Vegas (Warren, 2017).
Ralph Vigil Jr.
I think it'll pan out for this community, but it's just going to be one of those things where you're just
going to have to keep working [and] working at it [to] get your message out and make it work. And
especially for the youth, I really want to see the youth –the kids, the way I grew up, involved [in]
agriculture, in our traditions and our cultures and our practices that we have done for centuries and
really get back to that. Because, you know, there's going to come a time where people might have togo
back to the land. And if you don't have those skills, I mean you'll be hurting; you'd be depending on
someone else. I think our youth can definitely benefit from some sort of education in the agricultural
field. Not only does it teach them about farming, but it also teaches them discipline, work ethic,
business, hydrology, history, math, I mean there's everything that's involved in it. I meanwriting, having
to write proposals for grants, because I mean it's very difficult as a small farmer to have that startup
capital to make it.
To the youth: embrace your history, embrace who you are, who your ancianos [elders] were.
Embrace this region, this valley. Don’t be embarrassed where you come from, we all come from an
agrarian background, it's just some of us are more removed than others. Embrace it, I mean it's a
beautiful history, it's a beautiful past.
Jeanette Iskat
It's been a challenge, and it comes back to trust. Trust and understanding that things move in their time
here. You have to understand that you're coming in, no matter how good your intentions, your ideas
are—and this is any community it's not just New Mexico—you have to have buy in or you're just over
laying more imposition on other people. You have to ask and then listen for the response and truly hear
it. And it really may not be the one you want. And then you have to see ‘can I go forward or not?
What’s the best work I could do?’
Conclusion
“’Even if you’re not going to plant, use your water:’ Forging Identity Through Cultural Practices,”
intertwines the collective stories of six individuals living in the Pecos Valley of Northern New Mexico
and, in their own voices, details how agricultural practices connect peoples to the land and its history,
while highlighting the importance of restorative cultural practices. Gardening and farming
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are creative forms in which people create an identity connected to the land they live on. The ways
people utilize resources helps enhance and improve their communities and, by extension, the
environment around them. The relationships between an individual, the land, and the community
impact a person’s identity. People generate community by working with and supporting each other to
build a better society. Communities across the Southwest are represented in Pecos Valley where a
collective identity is formed through a shared history of cultural practices; these practices are rooted in
farming and agriculture that connect people to the land.
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Those Streets that I Dare to Call my B
 arrio
by María José Ramos Villagra

I am flying.
Riding, actually. On my bike. Feeling the air on my head, the combination of cold air and hot
summer breeze as the Spring melts into Summer. I pass backyard garage sales. Forgotten toys,
clothes that hung on firm curves two babies ago, furniture sagging between worn-in and worn-out –
just like us.
Running in the rain reminds me of home, the smell of tierra mojada , wet dirt, soft roads,
intimidating sounds of a tree standing proudly against fierce winds. My grandmother taught me that,
she never liked to be called grandma, she made us call her “Tita. ” Memories can be preserved,
pickled, to bring back and taste again, and again…and again. Just like when my Tita would pickle
her herbs and yell at me whenever she found me smelling her palo santo and h ierba buena . That is
how I realized that I am a digger. I am always digging for memories to pickle, to taste again, to
pretend that there isn't just one place I still call home when I forget to catch myself.
They say necessity is the mother of creativity. That’s one relentless mother. These blocks call out to
Mother with their plasma centers, pawn shops, dollar stores, payday loan stores, and garage sales on
every other home. Mother watches as we rent out our bodies, our minds, ourselves. Necessity is the
mother of creativity and informal economies.
It is a blessing and a curse to walk through the world with our skin in different places. Seeking many
languages. Community is the seed I plant and intend to visit, once in a while, to water, to trim, to
pick the fruits, to heal.
To be healed.
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Clouds and Crosses
by Daniel J. Combs

Daniel J. Combs, “On the Fence,” 2019
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Daniel J. Combs, “Bound Together,” 2019
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Daniel J. Combs, “Divinity,” 2019
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Daniel J. Combs, “Heaven Blessing the Earth,” 2019
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Daniel J. Combs, “Heart’s in the Right Place,” 2019
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Let’s Sing for Your Granma
by Shelli Rottschafer, Ph.D.
Johona took Granma Nola into the doctor today. Rather than walk back into the kitchen to begin a
pot of coffee on the wood burning stove, Grandpa Tony sits outside humming sadly to the dog. He
waits for Ash, his grandson, to roll from the couch, run his fingers through his hair and scratch the
crust from the corners of his eyes. Ashkíí sleeps on the sofa, wrapped in an army surplus blanket.
That has become his usual spot since he has returned from Afghanistan.
Ash knows it is time. Time to do something other than what he is doing now, which isn’t much. But,
with the lockdown in place, he doesn’t have a choice other than to keep doing what has become his
routine. Wake. Plant his feet on the cold linoleum floor. Walk around the couch—past the metal
folding table used as the dining-room table—pick up a split piñon log, open the cast iron swinging
door to the stove, and rekindle the morning fire. Ash fills the Stanley coffee pot from the purified
water jug on the counter. He sets the metal filter in place, loads Folger’s grounds, and adds an extra
tablespoon to strengthen the brew.
Lobo rises from Grandpa’s side to scratch the screen door. He wants his breakfast. The dog runs like
clockwork. He is more consistent than any alarm.
“Grandpa, what do you want with your scrambled eggs? Jimmy Dean or Oscar Mayer?”
Ash opens the door to the refrigerator and mumbles as he sifts through its innards. “For how many
people eat bacon, Oscar Mayer must be a millionaire.”
Ashkíí lays a slab on the metal table; from the cupboard he slides a skillet from the shelf. Cast iron
meets cast iron as he swings the heavy weight onto the stove. The bang of the pan with the burner
echoes the bang of the screen door as Grandpa Tony steps into the house.
“So it’s to be a house of bachelors this morning. Ash, Lobo, and Oscar Mayer.” Upon hearing his
name, the dog whines from outside the screen.
Ash shouts toward the door. “Don’t worry Lobo. You won’t be forgotten. I will save you some bacon
grease for your kibble.”
“That dog is spoiled. I thought Johona was bad. But, since you’ve gotten home Lobo has put on
weight. He can’t run the sheep like he used to.” Commenting upon the triviality of everyday is easier
for Shicheii than verbally acknowledging that his partner of fifty-one years had left for the
emergency room.
After the meal, breakfast dishes are pushed to the side, and the men sit in silence. They are the quiet
ones who opt to eavesdrop on Johona and Shimá sání’s conversations that inform them of the usual
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goings-on. Comfortable with their pause, Ash picks up the dishes, sets one in the tub to soak, and
then scoops a cup of kibble onto the other from the bin next to the door. As the door squeaks open,
Lobo comes from under the stoop and sits at Ash’s feet as he places the dish on the ground.
“I’m going over to Win’s. I’ll do the dishes later.”
Grandpa nods in answer and says, “You know, you’d make a good short order cook at Earl’s. You
should ask Yanaha about it. She’s a waitress there right?”
Ash sniffs the air and juts out his chin in the affirmative, a trait he has learned from his shicheii. “I’ll
think about it. She told me that hours are few over there. Everyone is cut back because of the
COVID. Even she is just manning the door, ringing people up, and bringing them their take-out
orders. Mostly green chile cheese burgers or Frito pies to go.”
“Ya, but you make a mean burger Ashkíí, just like your Granma.”
Ash turns behind the house directing his feet toward the hogan that once was the family home. The
octagonal log constructed and adobe chinked house is empty except for storage. Granma Nola keeps
the dirt floor raked bare and lines one wall with bins of meal for her animals. Shelving units hold
canned peaches and preserved jam. Others are a catchall of Grandpa Tony’s discarded tools or
dissected car parts waiting to be used in the untold future. It is clear whose side of the hogan is
whose.
Ashkíí enters the hogan, lifts a bin, and scoops out meal into an old Folger’s coffee can. He walks
around to a ramada that shades a corral of sheep. They start bleating once they see the can. Ash
pours the meal into a cradle, and then thins out a half bale of hay on top. The sheep trot over and the
grey one with the clear-blue blind eye nudges in first. She is their toughest and oldest ewe. The one
that does not tolerate Lobo’s nips to keep her in pasture and kicks indiscriminately whether it is
Ashkíí or the canine who meets her blow.
Ash finishes the morning chores so that Shicheii can sit on the deck in the shade. The dog
instinctually leans into Grandpa Tony’s thigh, letting Shicheii know he is not alone. Ashkíí knows
that Grandpa Tony worked for a long time. When Shicheii was young, he went military too. He was
in Korea. When he came back, he returned to sheep herding like his father before him. He had seen
enough of the outside world to realize he was content with the traditional life he thought he left
behind.
When Ashkíí and Johona were real little, Grandpa Tony and Shimá sání took them in once their
parents died. Their parents’ pickup truck had been hit head on by a drunk driver returning to Kayenta
on Highway 264. They had gone to the Inter-tribal Ceremonial to sell Navajo tacos and sopapillas
from their auntie’s stand during the rodeo and Pow Wow. Unfortunately, they never made their way
home that August sundown from Red Rock State Park. The other driver swerved into their lane as he
leaned down to grab another cold one.
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Shimá sání and Shicheii tried to instill Ash with tradition. Yet, Ash resented that his parents were
gone. They died way too young. Johona was more receptive. She is younger. But while in high
school, he started hanging out with the wrong crowd. After his first year at Gallup High School, and
being caught one too many times with pot, Grandpa Tony and Granma Nola signed him up to attend
Rehoboth Christian School. Ash was not having any of it.
Although Rehoboth tries to right the wrongs of its boarding school past, their reputation remains.
Because of their past, the school helped create a lost generation of elders who no longer believed in
the Beauty Way, couldn’t speak Navajo, and had assimilated into becoming a stereotypical “apple.”
Ash wanted nothing to do with appearing red on the outside, but white on the inside. Ashkíí was
surprised his Diné grandparents would want him to go to Rehoboth, but it was clear they were at
their wit’s end.
Ash paid his penance for two years. Grandpa Tony drove him to the bus stop every morning in the
dark, before the sun was up. The bus took him to school, along I-40. He sat in class bored out of his
mind. His only outlet was playing ball. Ash played basketball in the gym during Phys Ed. He played
hoops outside in the wind before the bus drove the rest of those who lived off Highway 491 home.
Ashkíí played Rez Ball, on an unpainted backboard with a metal drum lip for a net, just before
walking down the dirt road to his Shimá sání and Shicheii’s trailer. That was high school, until one
day, he got caught for smoking pot beyond the dumpsters instead of playing hoops before the bus
home. This time, it was his last strike because of his previous history before attending Rehoboth.
As a result, Ash finished at Gallup High School, where he had begun. His sentence was to occupy a
desk in Mr. B, the Physics teacher’s study hall. Mr. B was okay. A tall bilagáana, not from New
Mexico originally, but who had married a local nurse and had chosen to stay. Mr. B gave subtle
advice, making you think you were making the decision, but leading you in a good direction. He also
turned a blind eye to the fact that Ash mostly wanted to be in his study hall because Yanaha Nez
went to study.
Yanaha is smart. She studied Physics; she could do stuff like that. Ash on the other hand, did not get
all those numbers. Yanaha went to the University of New Mexico in Albuquerque. Well, at least for a
while; and then things happened. Now she’s back in Gallup, waiting tables at Earl’s like her mom
did, and taking care of her kid Jonny.
Ashkíí’s education was the Army. Mr. B had tried to dissuade him from that.
“Ash, why are you going to fight a white man’s war. There are so many other things you can do.”
But, Grandpa Tony said signing up for the Army was an admirable thing; especially for those who
needed some discipline. Shicheii explained, “If we can’t be warriors for our own people, because
there are no more wars to fight, then we could fight for our other Nation, the United States of
America.” He hoped Ash would come home changed, a warrior hero. Honored and respected, like
Grandpa was after Korea.

125

Well, Ash’s war in Afghanistan was not his Shicheii’s war in Korea. Instead he learned to question,
“Why should brown people be fighting other brown people?” They were fighting a settlers’ war. This
time to be colonized in the name of new gods which were money and oil.
These are the questions Ash has concluded with in hindsight. He now can articulate them after
talking things through with Win. Winslow Wilson is the Chees next door neighbor, who is nearly as
old as Ash’s grandfather, yet has a really different perspective on things.
Ash stands outside Win’s trailer door and claps loudly three times. That is the way he announces he
is there, instead of walking up to the door rapping loudly, like he used to. COVID has changed a lot
of things. You cannot just go over with a six-pack of Tecate in hand to sit on someone’s couch and
watch basketball. One, the Lobos are playing the Cougars now. The University of New Mexico and
Brigham Young University are both shut down, gone on-line, and no sports. Same for the L.A.
Lakers.
And, the State of New Mexico has made it really clear, everyone is supposed to be social distancing.
It is hard here, on the Rez. People live multi-generationally in their houses. Like Shimá sání,
Shicheii, Ash, and Jo. Diné live communally, helping each other out; like Ashkíí going over to Win’s
to make sure everything is alright.
But really, it is the other way around. Winslow is the one helping Ash come out of the silence where
Afghanistan has put him. Ashkíí does not talk about his time over there. What happened only comes
out in random statements like the fact that he admitted to Yanaha that he cannot really sleep. He just
tosses and turns on the couch. His nightmares wake him and the only comfort he has is to go outside,
in the cold, and look up at the night sky until the dog comes up to the deck from under the stoop.
What reminds Ashkíí that he is here, and not there, is the warmth of Lobo’s skin and how his fingers
bury through the mats behind Lobo’s ears until Ash finds the sweet spot that makes Lobo’s hindleg
twitch.
Today, Win comes out with a Dr. Pepper in hand. He sits on his front stoop as Ash leans on the
picnic table out front. They talk to each other lowly, making sure they maintain their distance.
“I saw Jo drive into town today with your Granma.”
“Ya, her cough got bad. Johona took her to the hospital. She thinks Shimá sání will have to stay.”
“That’s hard. Jo probably feels like she is leaving her behind, all alone. But your Granma. She’s a
strong woman. She knows Tony, and you, and Johona are praying for her. Your thoughts, that
energy. That’s what makes her strong.”
Ash nods, not sure what to say. He rests his chin on the palms of his hands, his elbows bowed as they
rest on his thighs. He is bent in pain.
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Ash mutters; “I remember, when I was over there. It reminded me of home. How it looked. Same
landscape. Rocks. Red earth. Small withered trees. But, it didn’t smell the same. It didn’t have the
herbal scent of piñon. It didn’t have the iron metallic aroma like before a curtain of monsoon rains
hit. It wasn’t the same, even though it looked similar.”
“That was Coyote trying to work it out in your brain for you. He is always the constant trickster.
Don’t believe that inverted reality. Shed it. You are here now. You are stronger than you feel. And
because you are, you need to be a warrior. A warrior for Jo, for your Granma.”
Win wonders if his words are landing where they need to. He understands Ashkíí’s need for a sense
of place, something that is tangible and rooted. He craved a sense of belonging, too, when he was in
Vietnam.
Drafted in 1967, Private Winslow Wilson endured basic training at Fort Pendleton in California. One
morning during roll, there was a call for chaplain volunteers. The guy behind Win whispered to raise
his hand, and reassured him that he would tell him why later. With this advice Win slowly raised his
hand. The whisperer had knowledge that a chaplain’s assistant had a lower chance of getting shot.
What Winslow didn’t realize in becoming a chaplain’s assistant, was that one of his main duties
would be to write home to all of the families of the soldiers who had died. And so began Win’s
training. Training to type. Training to be succinct. Training to divorce yourself from emotion.
Training to be there in body, but to allow his mind to travel, back to where he really belonged.
So, Winslow practiced his typing. The ding, ding, ding, pah-ching of the keys hitting the paper.
Coming to the end of a page, resounding with a bell, and whisked back to the left-hand side. This
rhythm, over and over again created a perfect mantra. A prayer that led him back to the drumming
circles at the Ceremonial Pow Wow.
At night, Win would take his portable typewriter back to the barracks to practice. Tóhajilee….
Kinlichee…. Chinle…. Tsaile….
The soldier in the bunk next to him grew tired of the ding, ding, ding, pah-ching of his typing.
“What the fuck?” He looked down at the letters Winslow punched onto the paper. “What’s this
nonsense? Lukachukai…. Teec Nos Pos…. Dennehotso…. Kayenta….
“I’m practicing.”
“But why are you practicing this? Quit making up nonsense words,” the private said.
Winslow did not respond. He continued typing. These weren’t merely words, they were places.
They were his places. Shonto…. Moenkopi…. Wupatki…. Chi Chil tah….
By practicing this rhythm, Win meditated. By practicing, he created ceremony. He respected the
warriors that came before him and those that were then in battle. He remembered those people he
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typed for in Vietnam. He knew his writing, “We regret to inform…” perfectly nailed the coffin shut.
And he feels for those, like Ashkíí who are still fighting their battles.
This practice is why Ash comes to Winslow now. Win is respected. Some would call him a Medicine
Man, because he follows the Beauty Way.
Winslow looks across the yard to Ashkíí seated at the picnic table. Ash has taken out his cell phone,
and is hen pecking away. Win thinks to himself, “These kids these days. None of them know how to
type. None of them know how to talk. They just sit with their heads bowed.”
“Ashkíí, let’s do this the right way. Let’s sing for your Granma.”
Win walks back through the door of his house, and comes back outside with his cowhide stretched
drum and stick. He sits back on the porch, and Ashkíí straightens his body upright to look at
Winslow.
Drumming the rhythms, Win begins the beat. It is the same ding, ding, ding but instead of the
pah-ching, it is a deeper thud as he wails the stick against the hide. Ash taps out the same rhythm
with his fingers along the bench of the picnic table. They both begin their lament. “Yah-ta-hey... Ya’
`át` ééh,” and repeat themselves; until Lobo hides under the Chees’ porch.
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Miguel A. Gandert, "San Lorenzo, Sea Mi Guía y También Mi Defensor,
Bernalillo, New Mexico,” 2000
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Miguel A. Gandert, “Entre Palmas Anda La Malinche, Bernalillo, New
Mexico,” 2000
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Miguel A. Gandert, “Dos Ángeles de la Danza, Bernalillo, New Mexico,” 2000
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Miguel A. Gandert,"Mi Jesús, Pastor Divino, llévame por buen camino,
Bernalillo, New Mexico,” 2020
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Miguel A. Gandert, “Tres Princesas del Monarca, Bernalillo, New Mexico,” 2000
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"Nothing Above, Everything Below"
Zumbadores de la Alta Sierra
(Clear Creek, Sierra del Nacimiento)
-for Rudolfo Anaya and the denizens of Jémez
by Enrique Lamadrid

Zumbador boreal
trochilidae
selasphorus
platycercus
-broadtail

/
/

Zumbador rufo
small bird
light bearer
rufus-rufous

~~~~~~~~~~~~
zooming wing trills slice forest
silence into aerial territories
bursts of fluttering mini-thunder-rolls
-this meadow is ours!
-that flower was yours!
-you belong to me!
~~~~~~~~~~~~
hummingbird dreams of paradise:
flowers all spring and summer, sugar for all,
well worth a three thousand mile migration
multi-millennial ice-age pilgrimage from
mesoamerican tropical forests,
their proliferation of hummers,
a species for every micro-season,
for every kind of flower?
flying north to claim boreal mountains and plains
conifer crowned, ponderosa to fir, to spruce,
with tundra meadows above or further north
wildflower blooms dripping with nectar enough
to guarantee the next generation
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needles of the evergreen canopy
are strung with gossamer spider trails
everywhere, most visible at dawn
female hummers harvest it to weave
their lichen nests, spinning around
making them tight, waterproof
to source stronger threads they nest
by larger webs and beat the spiders to
the tiniest flies to in-source protein
only two or three species in these woods
instead of twenty to thirty back home
survival resides at home in movement,
persistence in motion, pursuit of nectar
in exchange for the gift of pollenization
two "zoomers" chose this montaigne route,
not hummers - but zumbadores in the
tropical south, known for their wing
thrashing bullroar barrage of sound
in prodigious displays of speed and prowess
competing males shoot up and disappear
then descend in vertiginous stoops
on collision course with the ground
suddenly zooming to a stop in sunlit patches
making their grey and tawny feathers flash
with brilliant greens - zumbador boreal
and shining copper - zumbador rufo
flashing metallic gorgets scarlet and gold
~~~~~~~~~~~~
in the Puebloan imagination, zoomers
shoot up to the clouds
to bring down the rain
as painted on water jars
their katsina wears a green beaked mask,
yellow on top, light turquoise body
with a ruff made of fir sprigs
in one tale, a demon loses a bet
with the sun who blinds him,
in anger he spews out hot lava
the earth catches fire and
zoomer shoots to the sky to
bring rain down and quench
the flames, flying through the rainbow,
rubbed with shining colors of promise
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Navajo stories more pragmatic,
a Holy Person asked the
zoomers to fly past the sky
to report what was there:
-nothing above, everything below~~~~~~~~~~~~
hummingbird nightmares of paradise lost:
planet warming hastens first blooms early
dried and gone before the birds arrive
drought reduces bloom time
a desperate search for new flowers
in the worst of times they simply
fall asleep into torpor hibernation
and wake up with the rain, bringing
messages from the other side
especially from dead children and
ánimas benditas - blessed souls,
anything to revive and survive
hope and memory on the wing

~~~~~~~~~~~~
in their southern homeland
in the Nahua imagination,
they are also warriors
bills like tiny swords sparring
when warriors die in battle
their spirits disappear into the zenith
into the branches of the cosmic tree
then descend as hummingbirds
like arrows of light to taste
the blood of the living
nursing from women
and sacrificial wounds
gathering energy for their
celestial interventions
mediating life and death
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~~~~~~~~~~~~
returning to self, I spy on gavilán,
sparrow hawk straggling across the sky,
looking over his shoulder warily, fleeing
from a threat invisible at a distance
coming into focus as five birds
land in a tree, hawk in the middle,
fearless zoomers on four sides
ánimas en pena, hovering talismans,
tiny valiant souls, keep us safe,
carry our messages like smoke
take them to clouds and beyond
~~~~~~~~~~~~
bring us blessings, life, and rain
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Works by R. Matthew Bollinger

R. Matthew Bollinger, “Missing, Murdered, Indigenous I (Chinle),” 2020, Drawing, Photography,
and Collage on Canvas
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R. Matthew Bollinger, “Detail: “Missing, Murdered, Indigenous I (Chinle),” 2020, Drawing,
Photography, and Collage on Canvas
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R. Matthew Bollinger, “Missing, Murdered, Indigenous II (Lukachukai),” 2020, Drawing,
Photography, and Collage on Canvas
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R. Matthew Bollinger, “Detail: “Missing, Murdered, Indigenous II (Lukachukai),” 2020, Drawing,
Photography, and Collage on Canvas
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Gato Negro, Tecolote Floreado
por Rosalee Montoya

–Era una época insólita, una época de inseguridad y una época de inquietud. Así comenzó un cuento
que me contó mi abuela, Refugio, una mañana cuando era pequeña. Me dijo que, en el año 1929,
comenzaron a pasar algunos incidentes extraños en Nuevo Méjico alrededor de los pueblitos de
Pastura, la Pintada y hasta en partes tan lejos como en Los Montoya. Para los habitantes del llano del
medio, estos eventos no tenían buena explicación según decían los que vivían allí. Siempre había
permaneció la tranquilidad, paz y amistad en todo el llano. Al principio, nadie puso mucha atención
cuando la ropa recién tendida comenzó a desaparecerse de los tendederos de varios vecinos. A veces
hallaban las ventanas o puertas abiertas cuando suponían de estar cerradas.
–Sera un desconocido. Un extranjero. No puede ser ninguno de nosotros –decían todos. Después se
perdieron los juguetes, libros o cositas personales de algunos niños, pero no por sus propios dueños.
Hasta los pasteles de manzana, que siempre dejaba tía Adela Anaya en el portal para enfriar, se
volaron. Nadie sabía cómo, ni quién. Por estas mismas razones la gente comenzó a tener más
cuidado. Empezaron a cerrar las puertas de las casas y de los graneros o corrales con llave.
Precauciones que nunca habían sido necesarias. El vecino sospechaba a su vecino, este vecino
sospechaba al extranjero y el extranjero a todos. Así siguió el asunto.
Poco después se enfermaron ciertos niños con una calentura y delirio. Se quejaban de pesadillas de
un gato de un color tan negro que parecía como un pedazo de carbón. Este gato, con ojos grandes,
amarillos y luminosos, siempre se veía sentado en las ventanas de los dormitorios de los niños
débiles. Les hablaba. Estos pobres enfermos pequeños nunca se podían acordar de lo que les hablaba
el gato negro. Cuando el gentío se dio cuenta de este asunto y que también eran los mismos niños
que habían perdido algo personal al comienzo de los problemas, entonces comenzaron los rumores
de la brujería. Una tarde, la gente del rancho igual como la gente del pueblo se reunió en la Iglesia de
San José en Pastura.
–¿Quien es el dueño de un gato negro, ojos amarillos? –era la pregunta de todos. Nadie tenía tal
animal. Después de una larga búsqueda no hallaron al maldito gato. Al poco tiempo, llegaron tres
sacerdotes de otras parroquias para que bendijeran las casas alrededor del llano por si acaso. Aunque
los niños mejoraron, siempre siguió pasando varios males cerca de los pueblitos. Algunos pozos se
secaron, algunas cosechas fallaron y en ciertos ranchos la vacas o ovejas contrajeron enfermedades
con períodos de fiebre alta, y morirían. Estos asuntos dejo a todos muy inquietos.
Nadie tenía idea como resolver el problema. Unos habitantes, por la preocupación o por el cansancio
del asunto, decidieron vender sus hogares y se fueron para otras partes. Decían que el llano ya no
estaba pacifico por estar lleno de brujas o fantasmas. Mis abuelos, José Ramón y Refugio Aragón,
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también vendieron su casa con varios terrenos. Se mudaron de Pastura hacia el pueblo de Vaughn
que quedaba cerca, aunque ellos decían que la brujería no era la razón de irse.
A veces me quedaba de sueno después de oír los cuentos de mi abuela. Esta mañana cuando terminó
el cuento, me fui a jugar en el jardín de ella. Me gustaba comerme las fresas maduras que crecían
allí, aunque no suponía de comérmelas. Aquí en este oasis maravilloso, bordeado y sombreado por
los arboles de durazno, me ponía en juegos de imaginación mientras exploraba las enredaderas de las
uvas, calabaza, sandia, chile y otras plantas que no conocía. El aire alrededor del jardín siempre
estaba lleno de la fragancia de yerba buena, como un perfume. Estaba reviviendo un juego de viaje a
una selva tropical cuando oí que alguien me llamaba. Me hice como no oí las llamadas, entonces
vino tía Antonia a buscarme.
– ¿No me oíste llamándote? –pregunto tía acercándose al jardín. –Ya el sol esta alto y está muy
caloroso. Pásate para adentro por el resto del día. –ella me dijo.
– ¿Tengo que hacerlo, tía? ¡Estaba divirtiéndome mucho en mi selva! –le respondí.
– Ya tienes once años y sabes que el sol te puede quemar bien tostadita si no tienes cuidado –me dijo
volteándome hacia la casa. –Acuérdate que siempre tienes que ponerles atención a tus mayores. ¡No
lo creo! Te comiste todas mis fresas maduras, ¿Qué vamos a hacer contigo, muchachita? ¡Vamos,
adentro! –dijo tía, sacudiendo la cabeza.
Entré al dormitorio de abuela y me acerqué a la cama. Todavía estaba dormida y se veía muy
tranquila. Pensé de aquel tiempo cuando ella comenzó a perder la fuerza en sus pies y las piernas.
Primero, empezó a usar un bastón, tallado con varias flores pintadas de color rojo, amarillo y blanco.
Me gustaba oír el suave susurro de sus naguas de satén contra sus medias de seda cuando pasaba
junta de mí. Cuando ya no podía caminar, usó una silla de ruedas que también estaba adornada con
tallas de rosas, lirios y laureles. Ahora mi abuela estaba completamente paralizada. Su mundo hoy
estaba compuesto por una cama de hospital eléctrica y esta habitación.
En un tiempo, mi familia la llevaron a varios médicos por todo de Nuevo México, Arizona y hasta
California. Ninguno podía determinar la causa de su debilidad. Al fin, después de muchos consejos y
medicinas carísimas, decidieron llevarla a un curandero en Méjico. El curandero les dijo que abuela
no tenía ningún remedio porque estaba embrujada. Para curarla necesitaban hallar la persona que le
había puesto el mal. Esta bruja le tenía mucha envidia a abuela por bella, amable y generosa. Así fue
el consejo del curandero.
Pues cómo me contó el cuento, antes de que ella quedo completamente debilitada abuela había visto
por mucho tiempo a un gato negro con unos ojos amarillos y luminosos que quería meterse a la casa.
Ella lo ahuyentó con un buen golpe de escoba. Decía que no le gustaba la mirada malvada del gato.
Una noche de luna llena, despertó abuela para ver el mismo gato negro sentado en la borde de su
ventana. El maldito animal, sus ojos brillando de una luz amarilla y malvada, había rasgado la tela de

144

la ventana para meterse al dormitorio. Cuando vio el gato que abuela se movió para levantarse, se
quedó muy quieto, pero no huyó. Se quedaron así viéndose uno al otro, abuela al gato y el gato a
abuela.
En aquel momento, bajó del cielo un gran tecolote con unas alas de color granate decoradas con
margaritas de diferentes tamaños y colores tan brillantes que radiaban como un arco iris en fuego.
Comenzó el ave a darle picotazos hasta que el gato, gruñendo y silbando de ira, huyo del cuarto.
Entonces se posó este tecolote floreado en la repisa de la ventana, radiaba luz mágica. Le contó a
abuela muchos cuentos antiguos, chistes y de sus aventuras en el mundo. También le dijo el tecolote
floreado que el gato negro era una bruja hecha animal y que abuela debería tener mucho cuidado
para la próxima luna llena.
Cuando despertó el siguiente día, abuela creo que soñó todo de la noche anterior hasta que descubrió
la tela destrozada de la ventana. Entonces ella se preparó para el retorno del gato negro. La próxima
noche que la luna estaba llena abuela le quitó la tela a la ventana y la dejó abierta. Era después de
media noche cuando ella oyó el gato brincar para adentro de la recámara. Allí lo esperaba abuela y le
dio un buen leñazo. Corrió el maldito animal por todo el cuarto quejándose con unos gruñidos
enfadados buscando la ventana para salir. Desde esa noche, jamás se volvió a ver el gato negro
malvado.
El siguiente día, algunos vecinos le contaron a abuela de una mujer que vivía en La Liendre que
resultó enyesada de un hombro y brazo de un día al otro. Esta mujer, de pelo negro como carbón y
con unos ojos verdes rodeados de un amarillo luminoso, no tenía explicación por la herida. También
se sabía alrededor que esta misma mujer le gustaba cantar muchos encantamientos raros durante las
lunas llenas. Cuando fueron todos del pueblo a buscar a la mujer que sospechaban que era la bruja y
también vuelta gato, no la encontraron. Poco después que se desapareció la bruja, comenzó a
debilitarse abuela hasta que perdió todo movimiento.
Parecía que me había quedado parada por una eternidad al lado de la cama de mi abuela cuando
abrió los ojos y se sonrió. Entonces me senté en la cama y le dije de que estaba pensando.
–Hijita, mía –me dijo, su voz suave y dulce. –Como te interesan los cuentos. Acuéstate ahora y
duérmete. Después te cuento otro. –
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interSEXtional pride
by Damon Carbajal

I am from a society where being Gay is not okay
I am from a society where being Chicanx is not okay
I am from a society where being Gay and Chicanx is not okay
I am from a society where being at the interSEXtion of being Gay and Chicanx is not okay
It is at this interSEXtion where we must unite
At an interSEXtion where you are double-marginalized
But at this double-marginalization is where we thrive
An interSEXtion that is run by toxic machismo and masculinity
I grew up at this interSEXtion, but it is not all that defines me
I am defined by pain, love, loss, and joy
I am from the hole that was left in my family from mi Abuelo’s suicide
I am from an accidental pregnancy that led to my existence
I am from making sure that everything I do is beyond perfect because when you at are Gay and
Chicanx you are not allowed to be anything but perfect.
I am from being a light-skinned Chicanx who was unfriended because I am Chicanx
I am from the long sunny days at the park with mi familia, mi Abuela, primos, tío y tías. I
am from the weddings and quinceañeras on the weekends to the long days at school and
work I am from the pozole y bischcocitos en mi casa on Christmas eve con mi Abuelita
I am from no es oro todo lo que reluce
I am from working for everything I have
I am a product of many things
I am a product of APS and UNM and Albuquerque and Las Cruces and Texas and México
I am a product of being bullied because of who I am---Faggot y jota y gay y queer y maricón I
am a product of depression, loneliness, anxiety, and suicidal thoughts because of my orientation
and IDentity
I am a product of hard times and long nights fighting for my personal worth
I am a product of my loving and caring familia
I am a product of long days con mis amigos y primos making me laugh
I am a product of long nights making comida con los fiestas
I am a product of the paletas y agua frescas y amor
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I am from a society where being Gay is not okay
I am from a society where being Chicanx is not okay
I am from a society where being Gay and Chicanx is not okay
I am from a society where being at the interSEXtion of being Gay and Chicanx is not okay
But society DOES NOT define me
I am proud to be GAY
I am proud to be CHICANX
I am proud to be GAY and CHICANX
I am proud to be at the interSEXtion of being GAY and CHICANX
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Esther Marie García, “Floating Tree,” 2018
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Remedios y Rituales de la Medicina Tradicional Hispana en Nuevo México
by Mario Esteban del Ángel Guevara

Introducción
En el último año, la clase de Curanderismo: El arte de la medicina tradicional sin fronteras,
ofrecida a estudiantes y miembros de la comunidad en la Universidad de Nuevo México en
Albuquerque, ha innovado su oferta educativa al adaptar sus materiales al idioma español para cubrir
las necesidades lingüísticas y culturales de la población hispanohablante en la universidad y en la
comunidad. No solo se ofrece interpretación simultánea durante las presentaciones en vivo de
medicina tradicional en la clase de verano, sino que se han traducido los textos, y materiales
didácticos dentro de esta clase, y se han doblado del inglés al español videos donde los curanderos
hacen demostraciones de rituales para tratar diferentes males y enfermedades. De este modo, en la
actualidad se ofrecen un número de clases sobre medicina tradicional mexicana en dos idiomas en la
Universidad de Nuevo México, inglés y español. Además de proporcionar información sobre los
remedios, rituales y curanderos en Nuevo México, este ensayo también ofrece acceso a varias de las
demostraciones en formato de video que han hecho los curanderos que han colaborado en la
enseñanza de esta clase. Estos videos forman parte de los materiales adaptados al idioma español los
cuales han sido traducidos y doblados por el autor de este artículo, quién también es el instructor de
la clase de Curanderismo I en español en colaboración con el Dr. Eliseo “Cheo” Torres, quién ha
enseñado la clase de Curanderismo en inglés durante veinte años.
En este ensayo se incluye información sobre los remedios herbales que utilizan plantas de la región
de Nuevo México, así como de plantas que crecen en otras regiones del suroeste. En segundo lugar,
se aborda el ritual del Temazcal, el cual es una práctica común entre tribus indígenas de los Estados
Unidos y de México. En esta sección, cuando se habla de temazcal se habla tanto la estructura de
adobe como al ritual ceremonial. También se hace mención de 3 temazcales construidos en Nuevo
México accesibles a los estudiantes de la clase de curanderismo de verano y miembros de la
comunidad.
Los remedios herbales y plantas del suroeste
En este video El Dr. Tomás Enos nos ofrece una descripción de diferentes plantas que crecen en el
suroeste de los Estados Unidos, incluyendo el estado de Nuevo México. El Dr. Enos cuenta con su
propia escuela de medicina herbal ubicada en la ciudad de Santa Fe llamada “Milagro” mediante la
cual ofrece a miembros de la comunidad programas de estudios sobre herbolaria y medicina
terapéutica.
Para obtener información sobre la escuela de herbolaria del Dr. Tomás Enos se puede consultar el
siguiente enlace: http://www.milagroherbs.com/school.html
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Algunas de las plantas que el Dr. Enos menciona son:

Figura 1.“Yerba mansa, Anemopsis Californica,” Creative Commons, n.d.

Esta planta crece cerca del agua o en lugares húmedos. En Nuevo México, esta planta se utiliza para
desinflamar la garganta y para dolores de estómago. Se le puede reconocer mediante su fragancia
agradable y su flor blanca. Se puede consumir en forma de té o infusión las cuales son unas de las
formas más comunes de ingerir una planta que ayuda con problemas de la garganta y del estómago.

Figura 2. “Oshá, Ligusticum Porteri,” Istock, 2020

Esta es una planta muy popular en el norte de Nuevo México la cual crece a más de 2500 metros de
altura. Comúnmente, el oshá se utiliza para evitar el resfriado y fortalecer al sistema inmune. Esta
raíz se puede consumir en forma de té o simplemente masticarse. Tiene un sabor fuerte y causa una
sensación rasposa en la garganta. Muchas personas en el norte de Nuevo México utilizan esta planta
para limpiar los pulmones y mejorar la respiración al atribuirle propiedades expectorantes.

Figura 3. “Oshá, Ligusticum Porteri,” Creative Commons, n.d.
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Es una planta de hedor muy intenso que se utiliza para tratar problemas de los riñones, el hígado y la
vesícula. También ayuda a la digestión, y se le atribuyen propiedades diuréticas, antisépticas,
antivirales, y antibióticos. Esta planta se puede consumir en un té hasta 3 veces por día.
Además de las plantas descritas por el Dr. Enos, existen muchas más variedades y tipos de hierbas
que se pueden encontrar a lo largo del valle del Río Grande y que han sido utilizadas por los
indígenas de la región además de por colonos españoles y americanos que llegaron posteriormente.
Existen tres plantas en particular que son conocidas como “Las 3 hermanas” y que se han cultivado
en el valle del Río Grande durante miles de años formando parte fundamental de la alimentación de
las poblaciones indígenas e hispanas en la región. Estas plantas son el maíz, el frijol, y la calabaza.
La alimentación.
El maíz ha representado la fuente principal de alimento para las culturas indígenas de Mesoamérica,
así como de diversas tribus de las zonas áridas del norte de México y el suroeste de los Estados
Unidos. Esta planta se utiliza en diferentes formas, ya sea comida en grano o como harina de maíz
para ser consumida en forma de tortillas, tamales, atole, etc.…la planta de maíz ha sido una de las
fuentes de alimento más fundamentales para las culturas originarias de Mesoamérica y
Aridoamérica.

Figura 4.“Maíz,” Creative Commons, n.d.

El frijol se ha consumido tradicionalmente junto con el maíz durante miles de años. Su cultivo inició
en la Mesoamérica prehispánica y su uso se extendió hasta varias regiones del mundo incluyendo el
suroeste de los Estados Unidos. Se cree que el primer europeo en probar los frijoles americanos fue
el conquistador Cristóbal Colón; aunque para los habitantes de las américas, el consumo de esta
planta ya era parte fundamental de su dieta.
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Figura 5. “Frijol,” Creative Commons, n.d.

Finalmente, la calabaza junto con el maíz y el frijol constituyen el tercer pilar en la alimentación
indígena. Justo como las dos plantas anteriores, el cultivo de la calabaza se originó en las américas y
se extendió a diversas partes del mundo. Existen diferentes especies de calabazas cultivadas por
tribus originarias de las cuales se aprovechan sus semillas, su fruto y sus flores para la alimentación;
sin embargo, también se les daban otros usos como por ejemplo para la elaboración de utensilios, y/o
balsas.

Figura 6. “Calabaza,” Creative Commons, n.d.

Estas plantas no solo representan una valiosa fuente de alimento para las poblaciones que han
habitado las américas durante siglos, sino que también se han llegado a convertir en símbolos de
identidad cultural y/o religiosa.
Otros remedios.
El ajo se considera un mejorador del sistema inmune además de un sazonador de alimentos. El ajo ha
sido utilizado como un remedio para problemas respiratorios, digestivos, y de circulación de la
sangre. Se cree que el ajo retira el colesterol de las arterias mejorando la circulación y reduciendo la
presión sanguínea. También ayuda con el asma y con las infecciones intestinales. Los dientes de ajo
se pueden consumir molidos y mezclados con azúcar morena formando un jarabe espeso, el cual se
ingiere para tratar cualquier tos severa. De la misma forma, la cabeza de ajo en té se puede utilizar
para tratar las úlceras estomacales, así como problemas del riñón y el hígado. De manera tópica, el
ajo se puede aplicar molido para aliviar el dolor de oídos, las quemaduras y picaduras de alacrán.
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Figura 7. “Ajo,” Creative Commons, n.d.

La lavanda o alhucema es originaria del mediterráneo. En la medicina tradicional mexicana, la
alhucema se utiliza para la indigestión y los malestares estomacales, además de su uso típico en la
cocina. El incienso de alhucema también se utiliza para alcanzar un efecto calmante. Si se toma en
té, la alhucema puede tener un efecto sedante que ayuda a aliviar los cólicos, detener el vómito, y a
reducir el dolor de cabeza y la depresión.

Figura 8. “Lavanda o Alhucema,” Creative Commons, n.d.

El jengibre se puede ingerir o aplicar de manera tópica. Si se consume como té, el jengibre puede
ayudar a aliviar la sensación de malestar ocasionada al contraer un resfriado. También puede ayudar
con las náuseas. Se dice que el té caliente de jengibre puede suprimir la menstruación. En la
medicina tradicional mexicana, el jengibre también se utiliza para contrarrestar el mareo y la fiebre.

Figura 9. “Jengibre,” Creative Commons, n.d.
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Las flores de la manzanilla se consumen en un té caliente para tratar los cólicos menstruales y el
resfriado. Este té también se puede usar frio como un enjuague para aliviar la inflamación de los
párpados y el dolor de ojos. La manzanilla se puede usar para asentar el estómago, calmar los
nervios, y reducir el dolor de parto mediante su uso en tés, pomadas, y vapores.

Figura 10. “Manzanilla,” Creative Commons, n.d.

“Las hierbas son una parte significativa del folklor y la medicina Mexicoamericana… y que aún hoy
en día siguen siendo ampliamente utilizadas” (Sumpter, 1978, p. 59)
¿Cómo se pueden usar estas plantas?
Cada hierba puede ser utilizada de diferentes formas. Es importante recalcar que se debe tener
extremo cuidado al utilizar y consumir hierbas de manera externa o interna. En ocasiones, solo
algunas partes de la planta se pueden utilizar de forma segura (fruto, flor, raíz, tallo) mientras que las
demás partes pueden tener efectos no deseados. En otras ocasiones, la planta únicamente puede
consumirse estando fresca ya que al secarse puede afectar negativamente al cuerpo. Antes de utilizar
una hierba se debe consultar ampliamente y hacer la investigación pertinente con un médico o
herbolario. Nunca se debe consumir, masticar, aplicar en la piel, inhalar, o beber en té ninguna parte
de una planta de la cual no se sabe su efecto en el ser humano.
Los métodos de preparación y uso de las plantas medicinales son muy diversos. Uno de los más
comunes es hervir agua y agregar la hierba para hacer una infusión e ingerirla para obtener sus
beneficios para la salud. Para las infusiones se recomienda utilizar una cucharadita de hierba molida
por una taza de agua, tomar de 2 a 3 veces por día y endulzar con miel. Además de la infusión,
también conocida como té, las hierbas se pueden cocer. Esto es similar a la infusión, sin embargo, el
cocimiento se realiza cuando la hierba es más dura y por lo tanto sus substancias son más difíciles de
extraer. Un ejemplo de esto es la raíz de oshá.
Los baños también son una manera común de beneficiarse de las hierbas que limpian la piel. Para los
baños con hierbas, estas se deben hervir previamente en un litro de agua, filtrarlas y agregarlas al
agua de baño con un poco de sal.
Las tinturas y las microdosis son otra manera muy efectiva en que las hierbas se pueden utilizar para
aprovechar sus beneficios. Este es uno de los métodos más efectivos ya que es más potente y actúa
más rápido que tomar un té. Mediante este proceso se elabora una tintura madre sumergiendo la
hierba en un frasco que contenga 80% alcohol de caña y 20% de agua. La planta se deja reposar
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durante varias semanas bien sellada. Al destaparla, el líquido habrá absorbido las propiedades de la
planta. Con este líquido se pueden fabricar microdosis en un gotero las cuales contiene 20% de la
tintura madre y 80% del vehículo líquido. Este vehículo líquido consta de 80% agua destilada y 20%
alcohol de caña. La microdosis es una alternativa rápida y eficiente a la preparación de té. Las
microdosis representan un método efectivo y directo para que el cuerpo absorba las propiedades de
la planta más rápidamente ya que llegan al cerebro de manera más inmediata. El Dr. Eugenio
Martínez de la Universidad de Zacatecas en México, es considerado el padre de la microdosis al
desarrollar este método efectivo y sin efectos secundarios.
Por último, los ungüentos, pomadas y linimentos se elaboran con un par de cucharadas de la hierba a
utilizar usando vaselina como base. Los ungüentos son muy populares ya que su aplicación tópica
permite que la piel tenga contacto con los principios activos de las plantas por largos periodos de
tiempo. En la antigüedad, las personas utilizaban manteca de puerco o grasa animal para elaborar
ungüentos con hierbas medicinales.
Para obtener información más específica sobre la preparación de plantas usando alguno de los
métodos previamente mencionados, se debe consultar la bibliografía y/o los videos que se incluyen
en el presente artículo.
¿Dónde podemos encontrar estas plantas?
Muchas de estas hierbas se pueden encontrar en la naturaleza, aunque algunas son difíciles de
conseguir ya que solo crecen en ciertas temporadas, en áreas húmedas o en regiones con una gran
altitud. Muchas personas que se dedican a la herbolaria cuentan con su propio jardín botánico que les
provee de las hierbas necesarias para elaborar sus remedios, pomadas, linimentos, jarabes, tinturas,
etc…
En México, la gran mayoría de hierbas utilizadas en la medicina tradicional mexicana se pueden
conseguir en los mercados populares. Un ejemplo de un mercado de hierbas son el gran Mercado
Sonora en la Ciudad de México o el Mercado Juárez en Monterrey, México. En Estados Unidos,
igual que en México, existen las yerberías, que son tiendas dedicadas a la venta de hierbas
medicinales de una gran variedad. Comúnmente, la persona que vende las hierbas tiene un
conocimiento amplio de las propiedades de las plantas que vende, así como de su preparación. En
Albuquerque, existen un número de yerberías donde la comunidad hispana puede acudir y conseguir
una gran variedad de plantas para elaborar sus propios remedios. Un ejemplo de esto es la Yerbería
Juárez en el distrito internacional de Albuquerque.
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El ritual del temazcal en Nuevo México.

Figura 11. “Temazcal,”Creative Commons, n.d.
La palabra “Temazcal” proviene de la palabra náhuatl Temazcalli que significa “Casa de vapor”. El
temazcal es un ritual religioso y de purificación que se realiza usando vapores con agua y hierbas
mediante la utilización de piedras calientes que hacen que se evapore el agua. Esto se lleva a cabo
dentro de una estructura en el cual se hacen oraciones y ceremonias. Hay diferentes tipos de
temazcal para diferentes propósitos, pero todos tienen el propósito principal de ayudar al bienestar
psicológico, emocional, físico, y espiritual de la persona que participa en este ritual.
El temazcal es un ritual de tipo terapéutico que forma parte de la medicina tradicional mexicana,
pero que también existe en otras culturas indígenas de los Estados Unidos como por ejemplo la tribu
Lakota. Dentro de este ritual se combinan los 4 elementos de la naturaleza: el agua, el fuego, el aire,
y la tierra, los cuales se combinan con los aromas de las hierbas medicinales para crear un vapor
aromático y purificador que relajan a la persona dentro del temazcal. Este ritual comúnmente se
realiza para tratar afecciones que sufre una persona como lo pueden ser las enfermedades reumáticas,
la depresión, enfermedades de la piel, e incluso la depresión posparto.
El temazcal mexicano; que existe en Nuevo México, se suele construir usando bloques de adobe
dándole una forma ovalada similar a un horno grande donde aproximadamente 10 personas pueden
entrar al mismo tiempo al realizar una ceremonia de temazcal. La entrada al temazcal no es muy
grande ya que se construye de modo que una persona pueda entrar agachada o de rodillas. En la parte
opuesta a la entrada del temazcal se ubica la zona donde se enciende el fuego y se colocan las
piedras que se calentarán y crearán vapores de agua con hierbas aromáticas. Estas piedras por lo
general son piedras llamadas “Tezontle” que son piedras porosas de origen volcánico que utilizaban
los aztecas en la construcción de sus templos y edificaciones. En la parte superior del temazcal se
deja una abertura por la cual sale el humo del fuego que calienta las piedras. La palabra temazcal
tiene un significado polisémico ya que en la actualidad se entiende como el ritual de purificación, así
como también a la estructura de adobe construida para realizar la ceremonia.
La ceremonia del temazcal conlleva la realización de cantos, danzas y ofrendas al creador usando
incienso de copal, con el propósito de que el baño con los vapores de las hierbas sea benéfico para
las personas que entran en él. Al entrar al temazcal ya caliente, las personas se frotan con las plantas
aromáticas especialmente en las zonas del cuerpo con dolor. El calor del temazcal hace que el cuerpo
se relaje y libera de tensión los músculos del cuerpo. Al salir del temazcal, se debe tomar un
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descanso de media hora y tomar una ducha con agua fría. Esto hace que la circulación mejore, ayuda
a tonificar la piel y también ayuda a reducir inflamaciones en el cuerpo. El temazcal puede ir
acompañado de un masaje realizado por una persona especializada. El masaje ayuda a la persona no
solo físicamente sino a tener relajación mental y poder mejorar y conciliar su sueño. Como
consecuencia, se puede reducir el estrés, la ansiedad, la tensión, y el insomnio.
En el estado de Nuevo México existen diversos lugares donde se lleva a cabo el ritual del temazcal
para miembros de la comunidad. Ben Tafoya, exdirector del programa “HOY Recovery Program,
Inc.;” un programa dedicado a ofrecer rehabilitación a personas que sufren del abuso de sustancias,
es responsable de la construcción de dos temazcales, uno para hombres y otro para mujeres en la
comunidad de Alcalde, en el norte de Nuevo México. Este programa incluye el temazcal como uno
de sus tantos servicios a la comunidad aunado a sus planes de tratamiento, consejería familiar,
consejería individual, intervención de grupo, etc. Para obtener información sobre cómo acudir a
alguna ceremonia de temazcal, se puede consultar la información en el siguiente enlace:
https://www.hoyrecovery.org/wp-content/uploads/2018/08/HoyRecovery-Res_Admin_Packet_.pdf
Un segundo temazcal se ubica en la villa de Los Lunas, Nuevo México. La responsable de este
temazcal es Laura Alonzo de Franklin, que es la fundadora de Kalpulli Teocalli Ollin, una casa
sagrada para la curación de la comunidad. Laura Alonzo realiza ceremonias de temazcal en su patio
trasero a las cuales invita a estudiantes que asisten a la clase de Curanderismo: Medicina tradicional
sin fronteras, durante el verano en la Universidad de Nuevo México.
Finalmente, El “North Valley” en Albuquerque, cuenta con su propio temazcal bajo la dirección de
Tonita Gonzáles cuyo padre fue el constructor de este temazcal. El temazcal de Tonita cuenta con un
diseño que permite a las personas con limitaciones físicas poder entrar en él y sentarse para formar
parte de la ceremonia. Estas modificaciones se realizaron con el propósito de acomodar a personas
con problemas de rodillas o ancianos que no podrían arrodillarse o sentarse en el suelo. El temazcal
de Tonita es lo suficientemente amplio como para acomodar hasta 20 personas. De la misma forma,
Tonita Gonzales suele realizar ceremonias de temazcal al ser ella misma una “temazcalera”, persona
que dirige la ceremonia del temazcal, e invitar a estudiantes que forman parte de la clase de
curanderismo en verano. Esta clase se ofrece cada año en el campus principal de la Universidad de
Nuevo México bajo la dirección del profesor Eliseo “Cheo” Torres durante el mes de julio, y se
ofrece tanto en inglés como en español, lo cual permite que personas de diversos países de
Latinoamérica y de todo Estados Unidos puedan aprender sobre este tema. Para obtener más
información sobre esta clase se puede consultar el siguiente enlace:
https://curanderismo.unm.edu/
Se espera que con la información presentada en este artículo aumente el interés del lector por los
métodos curativos y de sanación del cuerpo, la mente y el espíritu que nuestros antepasados han
utilizado y conservado hasta nuestros días. De la misma forma, este artículo contribuye al esfuerzo
por reconocer las contribuciones de la gente hispana al conocimiento y al bienestar del ser humano.
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De la misma forma en que se le ha otorgado reconocimiento internacional a la medicina tradicional
china y a la medicina india ayurveda, se trabaja para que la medicina tradicional hispana de nuestros
antepasados obtenga el mismo reconocimiento y se aprovechen sus beneficios por sus contribuciones
médicas así como a la riqueza cultural. Uno de los logros y reconocimientos de la medicina
tradicional mexicana es su enseñanza en la Universidad de Nuevo México y su uso por parte de
profesionales en el campo de la salud los cuales fusionan la medicina occidental, alopática, con la
medicina tradicional mexicana.
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The Stories My Nana Told Me Cuando Era Niña
by Sutherland Jaramillo

¿son verdaderas?
I always wondered
when I would see her.
I knew it was forbidden, but I
looked for her
in the darkness,
quietly searching the air for
her
cries.
I thought maybe I
could help her find
them.
Todos tienen miedo de ella.
My tía used to tell me to
keep watch,
No salgas de la casa por la noche, hijita.
Pórtate bien, hijita.
Dios ve todo.
También ella:
siempre te ve.
I think
if what they say is true, maybe she is
always watching pero como la
virgencita.
Nana said I might be right
as we sat and ate at Rutilio’s y me
dijo que sí
la vio una vez.
Había

una

vez
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debajo

del

puente

en el norte, lloraba
y lloraba haciendo
eco en las aguas.
Caminaba a consolarla, but
as she walked
to put her hand on her
shoulder, the mujer
turned
to look her in the eyes, revealing su
cara esquelética
enveloped by white lace, by
white moon
in the plaza
and chased her away,
wailing
in the darkness of
midnight.
Nana says esta mujer
is not after any children.
No es una mala mujer
like everyone thinks.
Nana says she is a
mujer
como ella,
the pobre,
the mentirosa,
the traidora,
the asesina, the loca,
the bruja, the
fantasma
who struggled to
survive
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y todavía lucha en las
vidas
de todas las mujeres como
ella.
Me cuenta que los fantasmas como
esta mujer
wander and wail
because it is
not over yet.
When we were younger
My prima and I snuck out to the
acequia
behind our trailer, hoping
to find her.
We told her brother in case we
never came back.
We ran out into the sand
in our matching blue pajamas,
giggling and whispering
to each other to be
quiet.
We sat on the giant fragment of driftwood
beneath the cottonwoods.
Behind us, the neighbor’s lights shone
dimly through
the corners of the curtains.
¿Tienes miedo? Nooo!... tal
vez un poco.
¿Piensas que las historias son verdaderas, que ella mató a sus hijos? No
sé... I don’t know why a mom would do that.
Maybe cuz she was scared.
Tal vez.
We woke up
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to the sound of voices getting
closer,
bright lights shining in the
distance.
We stood up to run until
the voices of our mamis cried
out to us,
calling our names.
qué están haciendo a esta hora fuera de la casa sin
permiso...
and they grabbed us to
bring us inside.
They made sure
we never went out again
to look
for her.
I walked by my childhood home
The dark clouds gathered
in the sky, the sun still
peeking through, lighting up
the windows to the trailer.
After that night
our mamis caught us outside
looking
for her,
I never did search for
her again.
That was the night I found out she
wasn’t
the scary bruja, mistaking
living children
for her own.
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She had left us alone by the
acequia.
Then I thought
she must have found her hijos.
I wonder if I will tell my daughter her
story, or one
like all my tíos have
of an almost-encounter.
Even Tata told me he gave her a ride in his
truck one night.
When he looked over
while he was driving over the bridge she
was no longer there.
Everyone has their encounter story.
Es casi un prerequisite for being a viejito.
What story will I tell her?
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Epistemologías Muertas
by Luis Oswaldo Esparza
Quieres medir mi cultura
Como la suela de tus zapatos
Dependent variable, independent variable
Que basura
Mi cultura es fluida
Mi cultura es libre
None of our variables
Will ever claim it
Epistemologías muertas
Muertas del alma
Muertas del espíritu

(Estribillo)

Istac, Kapostic
Así no es el mundo
Gringos, güeros!
El mundo es más profundo
Poloko, Poloko, Poloko!
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Paintings by Diana Gourlay

Diana Gourlay, “Heat,” 2020, Oil on Linen
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Diana Gourlay, “Desert Spiral,” 2020, Oil on Linen
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Goddess Couture
by Natalia O. Treviño

With goddesses,
it is sometimes a matter of wardrobe—
the red or melon-pink
underdress, the lapiz cloak, golden stars
stamped onto the shoulders, stars
throughout, starless,
grassy inner linings grazed
by a yolk-gold trim at the hem.
At the breast, a lace bodice
edged in a honey-bronzed brocade.
Always a layer of flaxen
gauze somewhere near the foot,
the only skin shown below her skirt. Gilt streaks, and if not,
then gilt hands over
her glimmering lap. An ochre crown
to underscore the nearly transparent halo.
Coronations mean a double-duty headdress is
required. Adds height—
—white and red feathers fine and arching behind her neck, a skirt
made of dancing, muscular snakes
and if need be, her head is replaced by twin serpent
heads if the serpents represent
the two faces of her jugular-born blood from the
moment of her unjust
decapitation at the birth of her son, brother to
the jealous moon
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and stars, if the blood angling out from the
wound at her neck
is incurred in her fight
to run the cosmos.
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Ethereal Axiom Paintings
by Ophelia Cornet

Ophelia Cornet, “A Tale of Metacarpus,” 2020, Photography and Oil Paint on Wood Panel
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Ophelia Cornet, “Espero,” 2020, Photography and Oil Paint on Wood Panel
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Ophelia Cornet, “Shapeshifting,” 2020, Photography and Oil Paint on Wood Panel
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Ophelia Cornet, “Maiden Voyage,” 2020, Photography and Oil Paint on Wood Panel
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Ophelia Cornet, “Witness,” 2020, Photography and Oil Paint on Wood Panel
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Seguiriyas Duo ¨Poesía Flamenca¨
by Adriana Maresma Fois

Click on the image to access the video

Scan QR code to access the video
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The Place That Takes You In
by Sylvia Ramos Cruz

Home is the place where, when you have to go there, they have to take you in.
Robert Frost (1874 –1963)

May 25, 2020. Memorial Day. Thirty years in New Mexico. Arrived from New York looking for a
slower-paced life in a place that celebrates its diverse culture. The city I love and will always, had
become too crowded, too troubled, too difficult to maneuver, too full of day-to-day vicissitudes. The
tense balance between the bounty of its myriad shiny offerings and opportunities and the cost of
averting my eyes from everyday inequalities and injustices had shifted. I needed to reclaim my soul.
Maybe I’d seen too many western movies and TV shows growing up in the Bronx. Somehow, the
West became the place I set sight on. Though the frontera had long closed, it seemed a place where,
if things didn’t work out here, I could move to that unseen place just beyond. Start over. And, maybe,
I was harkening to my childhood in a small pueblo where we lived immersed in nature and everyone
knew everyone else. A town where I sounded and looked just like my neighbors.
I was born in Puerto Rico. Celebrated in poems as Isla del Encanto—Isle of Enchantment. Colony
rocked in the arms of the Atlantic Ocean and Mar Caribe. Caressed by trade winds and waves. The
same trade winds that brought Cristóbal Colón to the archipelago in 1493. The same trade winds that
fan our Boricuas–amalgam of Taíno, African, and European blood –today. Oddly, surf and sand have
never called to me, though I love the line where aqua becomes azure, as sea meets cielo, and the
sway of slender palmas to the boleros del viento. Growing up, it was a rare day we went to the beach.
Boys learned to swim in rivers. Girls did not swim. In fact, didn’t engage in sports—not ladylike.
Instead, I learned el océano was a scary place. Foaming dark waters raging against sharp-edged
rocks where saw-toothed sharks ripped apart boys foolish enough to venture into them. Perhaps
that’s why, despite several formal classes and lessons from friends (who were always sure I could) I
never have learned to swim. I can float on my back and paddle across a pool if I don’t think about its
depth. If I do, I flail and flounder. I have seen some of the Coral Reef off Australia’s coast, in a partly
submerged boat with clear bottom and sides. Know that the marvels I saw in no way compare to
what divers or, even, snorkelers can see. It will have to do.
The faceted beauty of land-locked New Mexico captured me. Cactus and mesquite-dotted gently
rolling desert. Montañas teeming with all varieties of pinos. El Rio Grande lined by cottonwoods—
leaves tessellated in early autumn, castaneting in winter winds. Pronghorns, javelina, bobcats
roaming just outside arm’s reach. Roadrunners, Cooper’s hawks, Pileated woodpeckers, even
coyotes, within. Its multihued endless sky, hanging sometimes so low one can almost lasso clouds.
Its ever-shifting horizon. The sing-song accent of northern New Mexicans. The warm breeze that
rushes in dry, dances my hair when I crank open my window at day’s end. Land of Enchantment.
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For a year before I moved here, I woke in the middle of the night, obsessed for a few hours about life
in a new place. A place where no one knew me. (Oddly, it didn’t trouble me, I would know no one.)
A place where all my years of building a reputation as a well-trained, assiduous, and compassionate
surgeon would be for naught, if I killed my first patient. And what about my daughter, away at
college? Self-proclaimed New York City girl, already mad at me for wanting to uproot her. (Tear up
by the roots—how well I understood that!) How would my family do without me to lend support and
a steadying hand?
I had no answers. Knew I needed to be somewhere else. Somewhere my countenance would clear of
clouds. My eyes open to that horizon I craved. At some point, I began again to sleep through the
night, as a baby whose hunger no longer plagues her in the dark. Moved ahead with plans, made
peace with my fears and my family. Left the place that had, amid chaos and loneliness, nurtured me.
Allowed me to achieve dreams I may not have dreamt had I not crossed the ocean from mi patria
querida to Nuevayork. Left my second home 30 years older than I had arrived. Journeyed
cross-country with a reluctant, angry daughter and a frightened cat to start anew. Carried my
experience, talents, expectations to a place I hoped would not disappoint. Would be as fair to me as
the Big Apple had been. Would, maybe, even welcome me. I arrived in New York May 1959.
Arrived in New Mexico May 1990. My third home.
I did not kill my first patient or any patient in my 25 years in practice here. I loved, and still love, my
work and my patients. I know the word patient has many definitions. It may be, “one bearing or
enduring pain, trouble, a long wait, etc. without complaining or losing self-control.” I prefer the
meaning, “a person receiving care or treatment, especially from a doctor,” though I cannot remember
any one of my patients who did not face her diagnosis and treatment “without complaining or losing
self-control.” I built a fulfilling private practice in general and breast surgery. Made friends along the
way. Retired at the end of 2015 to travel more creative, new roads. Spend time looking around.
Record, in photographs, prose and poetry, what I see and learn. I have always loved words and what
they can do. New Mexico has a lot of history, people, places that intrigue me. A world of stories
waiting for me to wed them to the right words.
My ex-husband died of swine flu in the H1N1 pandemic of 2009. Pandemic, from pan and dēmos,
(affecting) all the people. Sounds egalitarian. Yet we see, as in every other aspect of our democracy
(root word also dēmos), stark inequities in who dies. Disproportionately, the black and brown, many
of those now being termed “essential.” (Until COVID-19 dispels and they’re not.)
I walk today with my fiancé in the conifer forest of the Juan Tomás Open Space in Albuquerque. We
were to marry on May 9th, fly to Puerto Rico May 21st. Those plans, on hold. Victims of this new
scourge. A crown-wearing virus. A thing of beauty under electron microscopy. And deadly.
We hike, don masks when hikers or bikers approach. Lose the fragrance of piñón pines and junipers
behind double-layered cotton. Small price. In our seventies, we want to stay safe. One trail opens to
another, winds narrow and furrowed among scrub oak stands—tender green leaves coruscating in
midday sun. An old ponderosa touches heaven with limbs gnarled by its need for light. Like us, it
has adapted to survive.

178

We sit on a cushion of needles, picnic, lie for a while lulled by the sibilant dance of pines vanishing
into the faraway horizonte azul. I think of my life in this home. No, it did not disappoint.
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Photographs by Cathy Chávez

Cathy Chávez, “Cholla Cactus Flower,” 2020
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Cathy Chávez, “Claret Cup,” 2020
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Stories from Home
by Yvonne Montoya and Shannon Parrales, in conversation

In this conversation, New Mexican contemporary dance artists, Yvonne Montoya and Shannon
Parrales, discuss their dance journeys and their work on Montoya’s current projects: “Stories from
Home” and “Stories from Home: COVID-19 Addendum.”
“Stories from Home” is a series of dances embodying the oral traditions of the Southwest.
Choreographer Yvonne Montoya draws upon personal histories, as well as ancestral knowledge,
including stories from her great-grandmother, grandmother, great-aunts, and father. “Stories from
Home” was originally scheduled to premiere on stage and in person on Kennedy Center’s
Millennium Stage in September 2020; this engagement was postponed and will be rescheduled for
the 2021 season because of the pandemic. Facing the realities of COVID-19 and its impact on the
performing arts industry, along with postponed performances and residencies, Montoya developed
the presentation of the work. She also identified ideological parallels with her 2016 piece,
“Motherhood and the Performing Arts,” a solo work that explored the joys and challenges of
balancing parenthood and a performing arts career—as her work as an artist was suddenly combined
with new responsibilities as a homeschool educator. These ideas and circumstances were the catalyst
for the online “Stories from Home: COVID-19 Addendum.”
Yvonne Montoya: Who are you and where are you from?
Shannon Parrales: Hi, well, I'm Shannon Parrales. I’m from the Pueblo of Pojoaque in Northern New
Mexico. Who are you and where are you from?
Yvonne Montoya: I am Yvonne Montoya. I grew up on the westside of Albuquerque and went to
high school in the North Valley. My dad is from Santa Fe and my mom is from El Rancho in the
Pojoaque Valley.
Shannon Parrales: Yeah, my mom is from Santa Fe but my dad is from Ecuador. My mom went on a
church mission to South America and they met, and she came back and a year later, he came to the
United States. Then, they had me and I’ve been here since.
Yvonne Montoya: What is your dance origin story? How did you come to dance and do
contemporary dance, in particular?
Shannon Parrales: My mom actually did a lot of modern dance as I was growing up and I always got
to watch her. And, towards the end of high school, I didn’t really know what I wanted to do in
college and something just kept telling me that I wanted to dance. I had never done it before so at the
age of 20, I decided that I wanted to find somewhere to start to dance, which was actually really hard
being from a small pueblo –that is not really a thing. Even in Santa Fe, there were some places, but a
lot of them didn't want to take me because I had no prior experience in dance. So, I got lucky and I
found this little place in Santa Fe called Dance Space Santa Fe and I started dancing there. We did
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lyrical, ballet, a little bit of everything, and jazz. That’s where I really started to dance, and I loved it.
Then, from there I knew I wanted to go to college for a degree in dance. That’s when Santa Fe
University of Art and Design was out there. So I started going there, then the program was cut. I was
left with nowhere to go so then my last option, because I really knew I wanted to finish my degree in
dance, was going to the University of New Mexico. So I went there. They have contemporary and
flamenco dance, and I went with contemporary.
Yvonne Montoya: When you were younger did you do other types of dance?
Shannon Parrales: I didn’t. The only other dance I’ve ever done was Native American Feast day
dances. I’ve been to a few summer camps where we did hip hop but that was about it. So, when did
you begin to dance and when did you decide that that is what you wanted to do?
Yvonne Montoya: I have danced on and off my whole life. I danced at a handful of different dance
studios growing up, but I did not have consistent technical dance training. I am one of four children
and I was only able to dance in studios when my family could afford it, so there were some years
when I didn’t dance. As a child, I hated ballet and I loved tap. My first experience in modern dance
was at a studio in Albuquerque where a UNM student taught us for a few months. I thought modern
was very weird. I am older than you, so I attended high school when the dance team thing was a big
deal. I did the dance team thing in high school and really enjoyed it. I remember you asked me why I
left New Mexico. One of the reasons was because I wanted to take my dance practice out of the
half-time show and into an artistic realm. At 18, I felt that my dance trajectory was predetermined. I
auditioned for Chaparrals (the UNM dance team) and made it along with a lot of my dancer friends
from high school. I saw what was before me and I thought that my dance career was on a trajectory
that I didn’t want to be on. I wanted to explore dance as an artist, as a choreographer. I wanted to do
contemporary dance, so I left. My 18-year-old self didn’t feel that it was possible to explore my
artistry and take artistic risks in New Mexico in a way that I could elsewhere.
After moving to Arizona, I also broke up with dance a few times. The first time was after my
undergraduate program. I had bad experiences in my college dance program because I didn’t have
consistent or strong technical training, specifically ballet training, as a child. Some of the faculty
didn’t like me because I didn’t have “classical lines” and of course, I am short with a big booty, so
my body didn’t fit in with the ideal ballet type. The program left me super burnt out, so I quit. Well,
that lasted a year. I came back to dance in graduate school, auditing classes with my modern
professors and dancing in a handful of Tucson-based modern dance companies. I was generally the
only person of color in dance companies and I experienced a lot of microaggressions. After a bad
experience as a choreographer working for one of these companies, I quit again. I had my child and
when my son was 9 months old, I started my company, Safos Dance Theater. When my son was four,
I quit my day job teaching at the university and started doing dance full-time. Dance is my first love
and my true love.
Shannon Parrales: Wow, that’s cool. I didn’t know that. How did Safos start?
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Yvonne Montoya: Safos started out of frustration. In 2006, I made my choreographic debut with a
Tucson-based modern dance company. I created a dance to English/Spanish bilingual spoken word
that incorporated a lot of social dance and the dance was NOT well-received by the company to say
the least! Because I incorporated social dance and Spanish, the work was seen as less than or as
“low” art. There was a dancer in the company who I danced with at the University of Arizona who
said, “my family didn’t pay money to see a Mexican lady scream on stage” to the directors behind
my back. That was one of the moments when I quit because I felt like there was no place for me in
the field. After some time of thinking it over and with the full support of my partner, I decided to
start my own thing. I thought to myself, “my work might be different, but I know I can do this, and I
can do it well.” That was my logic back then.
Shannon Parrales: Oh, wow! That’s great. That’s awesome.
Yvonne Montoya: How did we meet Shannon?
Shannon Parrales: We met through my professor, Dr. Brianna Figueroa. She was my professor at the
University of New Mexico when I was an undergrad there in the contemporary dance program. She
had mentioned that a lady in Arizona was holding auditions for Latinx dancers and she mentioned it
to me and one other dancer, because we were the only Latinx dancers in the UNM contemporary
dance repertoire. It’s pretty crazy. So, we went to Arizona and that’s when I met you.
Yvonne Montoya: I’m so happy to have met you! It’s crazy, we have only met in person once and
we’ve been working remotely, since. Specifically, for “Stories from Home,” I wanted to cast New
Mexican and Latinx contemporary dancers, but there are so few of us.
Shannon Parrales: Yeah, that’s also why I stick to dance. I want to bring more dance here or even
onto my Pueblo because I think they are almost intimidated like, “I can’t dance. I don’t know how to
dance.” But you don’t even know what it is yet. Just try it. We need people who, you know, aren’t
white.
Yvonne Montoya: Yes!! And we do dance! We dance at family parties. We have traditional dances
like the matachines. And, there was a big dance team scene when I was younger, many years ago. I
am curious about the way dance is being packaged because it is there also, just not in this
contemporary concert dance form. We do dance. And I’m grateful to be working with you.
Shannon Parrales: Why did you decide to create “Stories from Home” and why 2 acts? What does
each act mean to you? Also, was creating “Stories from Home” hard and what layers did it consist
of?
Yvonne Montoya: Well, now there are two parts of “Stories from Home.” First, there is the original
version that we will premiere at Kennedy Center Millennium Stage and the second is the “Stories
from Home: COVID-19 Addendum.” I will start with the original version of “Stories from Home.”
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That was inspired by the passing of my dad Juan ‘Johnny’ Montoya Sena. He died in 2015 of cancer.
He worked at the Los Alamos National Labs in the late 1970s before I was born, and he was exposed
to something at that time and got cancer as a result. The feds paid for his treatment, but he ultimately
passed. My son is not being raised in New Mexico with all of the traditions. My son doesn’t know
the smell of roasting chile in the fall, he has never been to a matanza, he has never been to any
fiestas, he doesn’t know what a snow day is, and only once I took him to see the matachines dance.
He isn’t experiencing the things that are very New Mexican. I had these ideas of my dad taking my
son fishing and hunting, and teaching him these very New Mexican things because my partner is
from Mexico, which is a different cultural background. After my dad passed, I was saddened because
I wondered, who is going to teach my son these things? Also, my dad liked to talk and he told all
these crazy stories of grandfathers, great-uncles, cousins –stories that really give a sense of
belonging. With my dad gone and my son being raised in diaspora, I realized it was my
responsibility to share these stories and traditions with my child, so I decided to share this with him
in the form I know best, which is dance. I want my child to know who he is. The people from New
Mexico have deep roots and they know who their ancestors are, and that’s a really unique thing. I
want my son to know that, too.
The other inspiration is that as a Nuevomexicana, nobody in the national dance world understands
me or knows what to do with me. Especially because narratives of Latinx diaspora dominate the
national dance scene. It is like, “oh, you are a Latina, what country did you and your family
immigrate from? I didn’t. I am from New Mexico.” People don’t understand the complexities of the
histories in the Southwest, and the histories of the Southwest tend to be erased. It's as if Manifest
Destiny sigue siendo, because it is like anything prior to 1848 didn’t exist. I am sharing these stories,
my family stories to shed light on this. I want to contribute to these stories, so it is not always a
Latinx diaspora story on contemporary dance stages and in contemporary dance spaces. Also, in my
experience, most of the contemporary dance artists who are creating work in New Mexico, and who
share stories about New Mexico aren’t from New Mexico. Some of these contemporary dance artists
are appropriating acequias and luminarias/farolitos in their dance-making practices. When I saw my
cultural practices being used as a tool for the exotic, because you know, Santa Fe is sexy or
whatever, I realized I need to share my stories or someone else will appropriate my culture and
history and share it for me, representing it, erroneously.
Regarding the “Stories from Home: COVID-19 Addendum,” I wanted to find a way to pay you and
the cast over the summer. I recognize that you and your dancer colleagues were all expecting pay
checks from the residencies, right? I was struggling, thinking about how I was going to pay the
dancers who committed so much time to a project that was no longer happening. The project also
served as a way to examine what’s happening in our bodies during this time. And, it was a way to
highlight all of the dancers. I thought this was a great opportunity to have your stories contribute to
this body of work, because up until this point, “Stories from Home” focused solely on my family’s
stories. I am really happy you all had a chance to contribute your stories.
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With the two acts, honestly, it was created that way due to time constraints. I knew I wanted to create
one act with my son, because I was struggling to integrate him and our “Motherhood and Performing
Arts” project into the original “Stories from Home.” I thought it was important for him to be
included in this story of his family, and have his work in conversation with the story of my great
grandmas. But, I couldn’t quite make it work. The addendum provided the perfect opportunity to
fold him into the work. So, I scheduled the acts around his school schedule. It was logistics and a
timeline that determined the two acts.
What does “Stories from Home” mean to you? And, what was your experience creating your story
from home for the addendum?
Shannon Parrales: “Stories from Home,” specifically the COVID-19 addendum, means a lot to me
because I had just joined the cast and then, it was just cut. And, I kinda just thought, well that’s it. I
didn’t know what was going on, honestly, with anything. Seeing you and everything you did with
your son and all of the work that went into it, and creating each piece and you being able to let us do
that, really allowed me to still be creative during this time and interact and get closer to what
“Stories from Home” means...just a lot of layers. If I hadn’t been included, I don’t think I would be
doing anything dance-related, at all. This is the only dance-related thing I’m involved in right now.
It, kind of, almost made me dance but I’m glad it did because I paint and stuff but it’s not the same as
when you dance. So, you definitely pushed me to be creative during this time and work. It really
meant a lot to me.
What are the biggest differences you felt creating dance works at home with your son, compared to
the stage?
Yvonne Montoya: I prefer to create dance work outside of a theater, so I felt very at home. To me,
theaters are not interesting. I think that theatres limit creativity. I almost feel like dancing in a theater
is like dancing in a hospital, it’s sterile. And, I think about where dance is traditionally done in New
Mexico, it is outside, it is in people’s homes –it isn’t in a theater. I came out of retirement for the
addendum. I retired from dance in 2017 because of an ongoing knee injury. When I first started
working on Act 1 of the addendum, I was very grumpy for a few days. I was bemoaning the fact that
I couldn’t work with you, and the cast, directly because I thought the dances would have looked so
much better if done by you or Steve or Ruby. But that wouldn’t have made sense since the work is
about motherhood and experiencing the pandemic. Then, I felt limited by my injury. My body
couldn’t do what I wanted it to do, and what it used to do in the past. I had to get over that and move
forward, doing what I can.
All that said, I am excited for the concert dance theater version of the original “Stories from Home”
coming to the stage because it will be more of a collaboration with the design team. Clint will be
doing the lights, Kelsey costumes, Erica is a phenomenal stage manager. There is so much more that
will be added to the work because of the collaboration. And, because I do prefer not to dance in a
theater, all of the dances in the original “Stories from Home” can be performed outside of a theater
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space and some, like Braceros, have been. I think it would be much more interesting to see dances
like Tecolote performed in the bosque or the dance Mestiza Mulata de Analco to be performed in
Santa Fe, in Analco, rather than just in a theater.
Shannon Parrales: Is there a difference in the dance world today between New Mexico and Arizona?
Yvonne Montoya: I don’t think I've spent enough time as a working dance artist in New Mexico to
say. Phoenix is much bigger than Albuquerque so there’s probably just a lot more happening in
Phoenix, just because of size. Albuquerque has that very robust flamenco scene and I don’t know if
flamenco exists in the same capacity in Arizona. But, I think, overall, we need more of our people
dancing. I would love to spend more time in the New Mexico contemporary dance scene, and I will
move home one day, it’s only a matter of time.
Shannon Parrales: Flamenco is big in Albuquerque, which is great, but in the contemporary, there
isn’t a lot of diversity. So, it feels new or like it’s a new experience for me as a Latinx person and as
a Native American in the dance world and scene. I also think about having to work with people who
don’t know about your cultural background and finding ways to integrate your cultural background
into your dancing. It is also hard being the only one who knows how to figure that out in such a
specific dance community.
Yvonne Montoya: When you said diversity, did you mean diversity in dance form or racial/ethnic
diversity?
Shannon Parrales: I think a bit of both but specifically, I was talking ethnically.
Yvonne Montoya: Yeah, I hear you. It's the same thing in Arizona, which is why I created “Dance in
the Desert: A Gathering of Latinx Dancemakers.” I always intended to expand “Dance in the Desert”
to New Mexico. “Stories from Home” supports building a community of practice of contemporary
dance artists across geography, and the hope is that you and the cast continue to work together until
we can be in person again. The “Stories from Home” cast live all over the Southwest. I hope that this
project can be a springboard for more work to be created by you and the cast, so that more dancers
like us have the space to create contemporary dance that is meaningful to us and our communities.
Shannon Parrales: That’s what I really enjoyed at the audition, this might sound weird but, seeing
other dancing brown bodies. I don’t see it as much as I would like to. Being able to dance with
people who you can relate with more. That was really cool.
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Aztlán del Sol
by Marcus Zúñiga
This text is written in correspondence to my 2017 art installation. A video projection of a solar corona
frames the gold disc while suns repetitiously march up and down along the central y-axis of the disc.
Yellow light illuminates the space. A 40-minute score that fluctuates and blends recordings of Aztec
dancers and solar radio waves together soundtracks the installation.

The form morphs in a circular migration, and shifts within cyclical movements activated by the dual
narrative of the local and cosmic scaled people of the sun. They came from the north, the people of the
sun. From stardust, to star1, to solar system, to planet2, to microorganisms, to humans, to aztlán del
sol.
The Sun energizes itself from nuclear fusion of hydrogen into helium within its core. This material is
limited. As described in the theory of Nucleosynthesis3, once the supply of this material vanishes, the
1

Sun.
Earth.
3
In 1957, scientists Margaret Burbidge, Geoffrey Burbidge, William A. Fowler, and Fred Hoyle published “The
Synthesis of Elements in Stars” which largely promoted the theory of stellar nucleosynthesis in the astronomy field. It
proposed that more complicated elements are produced where particles collide within the dense core of stars. Through
supernova, the heavier elements are projected out into a spinning dust cloud of excess star matter from which satellites
begin to form being shaped by gravity to orbit around young stars. Nucleosynthesis describes how a star system is
formed, and how a planet, such as Earth, is built to become a suitable host and producer for life.
2
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Sun will combust into a dust cloud and dematerialize its satellites into a new immaterial collection of
matter.
The people of the sun are of multicultural nomadic consciousness cycling throughout regions of the
desert landscape, Aztlán.4 They morph as they make the journey to survive the harsh conditions they
encounter.
The collapsed parallel motions that principally underline Aztlán and Nucleosynthesis structurally
attune a cosmic narrative with a cultural narrative. They portray two iterations of a cyclical story, as
their themes and ideologies are interconnected within one another.
In the north, it is quiet, rural, and expansive. The vision of manifest destiny5 has left its mark adding
to the dynamism of this narrative as an exodus of those fleeing violence go upstream to the north.
We see that as one leaves a site for another and then returns to the original site, one’s identity expands
in adapting to the new conditions of each site's current iteration.
The cultural landscape of the north is always present upon those sites which have “nothing” there.
Trauma, love, family, food, music, dance, life, violence, art, loss, all experienced among the juniper,
the mountains, the river, the mines, the brush, the forest, the Gila, the road, and even in their most
remoteness, they embed a cultural identity. It is not a place populated by those without ancestry to the
land. It is a home. As it dies, appropriated by a foreign social oversight, the place and its cultural
peoples increasingly become forgotten. However, the site itself does not disconnect from the cultural
landscape and history exemplified upon it.
Land is culture. We live our lives upon it, we grow our food from it, and when we die we are buried
within it.
The human touch onto the Earth is most successful with ephemeral intention and soft gestures. If the
human should choose to engage the landscape, they must rise to this challenge and embrace a new
approach to spatial exploration that can apply to how the human should prepare for encounters of fields
of exploration beyond the Earth.
At any given single place in the universe, one is always in many places simultaneously. The value of
connection is vital to a new form of spatiotemporal exploration of the universe. To connect means to
shift between the scale of the local and the cosmic sense of place and simultaneously retain the
4

In 1969, Alustria poetically connected Chicanismo with the myth of Aztlán to declare an emblem of identity for a
people who have an inherent and undeniable connection to the North American continent. Azltán is the origin story of the
Mexica peoples. In the north is the paradise of seven caves where they came from. Huitzilopochtli told his people they
must go in search of a new place where they will prosper. They left to the south. Upon an island deep within Lake
Texcoco, the Mexica see an eagle devouring a serpent sat upon a prickly pear cactus. It is the sign that this is where their
capital will be. They flourished for centuries, until the Spanish Conquest in 1521.
5
The 19th-century doctrine or belief that the expansion of the US throughout the American continents was both justified
and inevitable.
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consciousness for recognizing them together as the homeplace. With the mind, we can envision and
locate the human within the cosmos to become more sensitive to the universe through a perception of
an expansive place.
The places we inhabit on the Earth add to the existence and culture we live. The territory of Aztlán is
the place of the people of the Sun who have generationally embodied cyclical models of existence. A
life lived in ode to the Sun enables cosmic consciousness for seeing oneself within the cosmos always.
The lineage which describes the people of the sun remains consistent within a cyclical narrative. The
dormant deserts of the world are intolerant of weak spirits among their harsh environments. The
mountains and light dominate the setting of the cyclical narrative. People of the sun survive by a
spiritual adherence to light. They pray to the energies from all the spiritual mestizo lineages.
Their prayer is reaffirmed by an illuminated sky consistently shining from above as they move to the
north.
They are people of the sun, of the stars.
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Ray Hernández-Durán is originally from San Antonio, Texas. He completed his Ph.D. in PreHispanic and Colonial Latin American Art History at the University of Chicago and is currently
Professor of Art History in the Department of Art at the University of New Mexico. His courses
cover Spanish Colonial Art, Arts of Nineteenth-Century Mexico, Baroque Art, Arts of Spain, Arts
of Africa and the African Diaspora, U.S. Latinx Art, and Museum Studies. His research interests
concentrate, geographically, on New Spain, Mexico, and the U.S. Southwest, and historically, on
the eighteenth- and nineteenth centuries. His book, The Academy of San Carlos and Mexican Art
History: Politics, History, and Art in Nineteenth-Century Mexico (Routledge, 2017) will be
followed by, A Historiography of Colonial Art in Mexico, ca. 1855–1934 (University of New
Mexico Press) and A Routledge Companion to U.S. Latinx Art, for which he will serve as co-editor.
In 2007, Ray founded, Hemisphere: Visual Cultures of the Americas, an annual graduate student
publication that features graduate student research and for which he serves as faculty advisor.
Irene Vásquez was born in El Paso, Texas but raised in Cherry Valley, California. She received
her Ph.D. in Latin American History at the University of California, Los Angeles. She is Chair of
the Department of Chicana and Chicano Studies and Director of the Southwest Hispanic Research
Institute at the University of New Mexico. Irene specializes in the intersectional histories and
politics of Mexican-descent populations in the Americas. Her research and teaching interests
include U.S. and transnational social and political movements. In 2006, she co-edited a volume,
titled, The Borders in All of Us: New Approaches to Global Diasporic Societies (New World
African Press) and in 2014, she co-authored a book on the Chicana and Chicano Movement, titled,
Making Aztlán: Ideology and Culture of the Chicana and Chicano Movement, 1966–1977
(University of New Mexico Press). She has written essays in English and Spanish on the historic
and contemporary relationships between African Americans and Latin American descent peoples
in the Americas and has published essays on the Indigenous peoples in what today is northern
Mexico.

Contributor Bios
Adam David Bencomo is a native Burqueñx living in Baltimore, Maryland. Albuquerque provided
Bencomo with the foundation of what it means to be a human, but he believes Baltimore helped shape
him as an artist. With each passing day, he sees his art growing and evolving but it almost always has
a photographic core. As a New Mexican, Bencomo will always carry his heritage with him. On being
Nuevo Mexicano, he states, “it is the foundation of who I am.” Every piece of art he creates and every
thought that comes from him is viewed through a lens of being raised in Albuquerque, New Mexico.
As a queer person of color, he continues to discover the depths of his identity, and the various nuances
attached to identity continue to highlight his Burqueñx heritage. While his works may not always be
made in New Mexico, they reflect his identity and relationship to the “Land of Enchantment.” He is
proud to share his works with the rest of the world.
R. Matthew Bollinger has been working with site, process, and architectural metaphor amidst
tradition and technology for the past twenty years, to create paintings that feel both poetic and
structural. Originally from Denver, Bollinger received his B.A.F.A. and Master of Architecture from
the University of New Mexico and his M.F.A. from the San Francisco Art Institute. Bollinger has
exhibited nationally, including at the Lakewood Cultural Arts Center in Colorado, Amarillo Museum
of Art in Texas, Augusta Savage Gallery at UMass Amherst in Massachusetts, and Harwood Art
Center in New Mexico. He currently lives and works in the American Southwest and is an Assistant
Professor of Art and Design at Diné College, a tribally controlled academic institution serving the
Navajo Nation. “Missing, Murdered, Indigenous II” portrays an indigenous woman that is currently
listed on the New Mexico missing person database. The painting is comprised of diagrammatic pen
marks (brown, red, black ink) symbolizing persons of color that are juxtaposed on top of old,
abandoned photographs that predominantly showcase white Americana. The process of marking over
these photographic representations of an American existence that does not extend to persons of color
acts as catharsis by literally overwriting an antiquated past. The subsequent dismantling of these
images and restructuring them into portraits speak to the idea of dismantling structural racism in the
present.
Nancy Canales-Navarrete is an American Studies graduate of the University of New Mexico. Nancy
is currently co-director of Humans of New Mexico. Nancy is interested in LGBTQ+ history, post-civil
rights era in New Mexico and the southwest.
Damon R. Carbajal (he/el) is a gay, queer Chicanx educator, scholar, and activist. He is an M.A.
candidate in Chicana/o/x Studies and will also receive a certificate in “Race” and Social Justice from
the University of New Mexico (UNM). He holds a B.A. in Secondary Education with concentrations
in Communicative and Performing Arts from UNM. He is currently the Co-Chair and Policy
Coordinator for Gay, Lesbian, and Straight Education Network Albuquerque (GLSEN), sits on the
New Mexico Educational Theatre Association Board, and works as the Operations Manager at Native
American Professional Parent Resources, Inc. (NAPPR). His research focuses on creating and

maintaining equity for LGBTQ+ Chicanx students and educators. His work aims to re-center lost
voices with a focus on equity and social justice because all humans deserve to have their voice not
only heard but centered. The poem collection corresponds to the inaugural theme of Chamisa in that
it illuminates the importance of the many intersections of identity, art, and culture that should be
celebrated among the diverse people of the greater U.S. Southwest. By illuminating these intersections,
the poems aid in showcasing the true resilience of the people of the Southwest while speaking to the
deep cultural ties that many families have had to this place for many years. For Damon, this is the
intersectional queer Chicanx experience in the greater Southwest, specifically New Mexico. ¡Sí Se
Puede!
Cathy Chávez was born and raised in Albuquerque, New Mexico. She earned her Bachelor of Science
in Nursing from the University of New Mexico in 1980, and worked for thirty-seven years as a
Pediatric Oncology R.N. at UNM Hospital. She is the author of, Hold Every Moment Sacred, published
in May 2019. By documenting characteristics in true stories that capture the essence of Chicano
culture, she shares with others the working and evolving definition of Chicano people. This work
serves as an example to future generations. She believes her ancestors and culture have helped guide
her through life and especially throughout her nursing career. Responding to a “calling,” Chávez has
been taking photos of landscapes and flowers since 1982 and shares her work in the form of homemade
cards. She credits her mother with teaching her, at a young age, how to capture moments in life through
photography. For years, while her parents raised eight children in Albuquerque, her mother captured
precious family and cultural moments. These childhood photos inspired Chávez to do the same and
expand those moments to include the beauty of the New Mexico landscape.
Daniel J. Combs hails from Waterford, New York and received a B.A. in English/Communication from
Hope College in Holland, Michigan. Daniel’s career as a Sommelier has enabled him to travel widely.
This travel has led to Daniel’s other passion, photography. After years of living in Vermont, Seattle, and
New York City, Daniel is back in West Michigan. His heart, however, pulls him towards exploring the
Southwest. Daniel’s work has appeared in galleries, publications, and juried shows. Daniel’s
photography captures human-made and nature-made landscapes. The images in the series, “Clouds and
Crosses,” were taken near the Sanctuary de Chimayó, Nuevo México. These pieces invoke a connection
to a sacred sense of place, both, those created by man and those created by nature, and to a specific
moment in time. Crosses and clouds are two of the indelible images that remain with Daniel from his
journeys to New Mexico. To see more of his work, please check his website:
www.danielcombsphotography.com.
Ophelia Cornet is a painter, illustrator, and installation artist. She was born in Belgium to a family of
musicians and designers. After a life-threatening car accident in her early 20’s, Ophelia moved to New
Mexico for the dry climate which would assist her recovery. Equipped with knowledge in photography
and painting from Rutgers University, she continued her artwork. Today, Ophelia pairs photographed
images and oil paint to fête female protagonists in an intimate otherworldliness, creating dreamlike
snapshots of the human experience. Ophelia has been the Lead Art Instructor at the Albuquerque
Museum for the past 20 years. She has facilitated many community projects, such as a large sculpture

for the ABQ BioPark, “The Likeness of Us” for the Bernalillo County Arts Board, and large mosaics
at various local schools. Her work has been shown at ACT 1 in Taos, Terra Santa on Canyon Road in
Santa Fe, Mariposa Gallery, The Albuquerque Museum, and is currently showing at 516ARTS. After
living in New Mexico for 30 years, the state’s rich history, expansive landscape, enduring traditions,
and generosity of spirit continue to inspire her work. Her ideas often come at night in the half-asleep
state where the subconscious flows to the surface. She constructs the scene, takes photos, prints, cuts,
reassembles, and paints to actualize the vision. The terrain and wide-open skies of New Mexico
facilitate a sense of expansiveness, possibility, alchemy, identity, and empowerment—all common
themes in her work that she believes are universal to all women. The resting places and muted, sundrenched colors of the landscape inform the composition and hues of her paintings. Much like the
traditional religious art of saints in retablos, her work invokes a personal iconography to convey deeper
meanings. In these otherworldly vignettes, she hopes to activate a subconscious state where something
essential in ourselves is touched and our own narratives can be reimagined, stretched, and expanded.
Mario Esteban del Ángel Guevara was born in Monterrey, Nuevo León, México, where he obtained
his bachelor's degree in bilingual education at the Universidad Autónoma de Nuevo León. He is a
Ph.D. candidate in Hispanic Linguistics in the Department of Spanish and Portuguese at the University
of New Mexico, where he has taught courses in Spanish as a Second Language, Heritage Language,
and Medical Spanish. He is currently teaching two sections of a course titled, Curanderismo:
Traditional Medicine of Mexico and the Southwest. Besides teaching, his work also includes
translating and interpreting Spanish-English for the Division of Student Affairs and serving as a
mentor for transfer students for the CNM-UNM Mellon Transfer Initiative in the Humanities for the
Spanish and Portuguese Department. Some of his major translated publications include three books on
curanderismo, the traditional medicine of Mexico, a book on finances for U.S. Latinos, and an article
on indigenous linguistic policy in Oaxaca, México during the presidential elections of 2018.
Mike Graham De La Rosa was born and raised in Santa Fe, New Mexico and is currently working
as a middle school Spanish teacher in the South Valley in Albuquerque. Like many immigrants, he
and his family come from places that, according to him, “seem like other planets compared to this high
desert.” De La Rosa’s art comes out of cultural and geological friction and movement. In the desert,
people can see how time has shaped the land and its creatures. In people’s identities, one can see the
layers of history in the making. Out of that struggle to form an identity comes the richness of culture
and environment. De La Rosa describes his work as Latinx Futurism and Cyber-Norteño. Cosmic
Desert Art adopts and reinvents those broadcasted invisible signals of pop culture that have infiltrated
even the most desolate dwellings of this planet. He often wonders how José Vasconcelos would react
to seeing the Raza Cósmica’s incorporation of punk, lowriders, Anime, Johnny Cash, and Atomic
Bombs. Our Mayan astronomer ancestors thought of time as circular. This art suggests that our future
and our past are intrinsically linked to our imaginary and fantastical realities.
Jaelyn deMaría is a Xicana researcher and multimedia storyteller, originally from Albuquerque, New
Mexico. Her research interests are centered in the intersections of intercultural communication, justice
studies, and de-colonial studies through a lens of visual communication and media justice. She is a

photographer and faculty member in the Communication and Journalism Department at the University
of New Mexico. She approaches teaching and research through a service learning and community
engagement model. Art, culture, and identity in New Mexico are links between past and present
generations. Photographs are symbolic vehicles of connection over time, making the past and present
visible. The images allow existence to be remembered and make survival strategies visible in the seeds
yet to be planted. This work is an attempt to make generational connections visible through a collection
of photographs that reach back and forward in time.
Luis Oswaldo Esparza is originally from Tototlán, Jalisco, Mexico, and was raised in the Inland
Empire region of Southern California. He identifies as Queer, Joto, Xicano, and most importantly, as
a social justice warrior. Esparza’s experiences as a queer person of color have ultimately shaped the
direction of his research and creative works. Much of Esparza’s work focuses on de-centering
European ways of knowing as 'universal knowledge' and centering subaltern and indigenous
epistemologies. His poem, Epistemologías Muertas resonates with the theme of this journal because
often epistemologies of marginalized groups are ignored and/or further marginalized. Like Chamisa’s
goal of centering New Mexican art, culture, and identity, this poem serves as a critique of eurocentrism
in the academic and art realms. Corazón de Covid is a poem written when Esparza was healing after
a devastating break-up during the summer of 2020. Ultimately, it was because of fellow colleagues in
New Mexico that he was able to heal and find himself again. Essentially, Corazón de Covid was
inspired by several digital New Mexican healing spaces.
Miguel Gandert, an award-winning documentary and fine-art photographer, is a native of Española,
New Mexico, and currently lives in Albuquerque, New Mexico. Gandert is a Distinguished Professor
of Communication and Journalism at the University of New Mexico. His photographs have been
shown in galleries and museums throughout the world and are in numerous public collections,
including, the Smithsonian Museum of American Art. His series, Nuevo México Profundo, Rituals of
an Indo-Hispano Homeland, was the subject of a book and one-person exhibition, which was held at
the National Hispanic Culture Center of New Mexico in 2000.
Amanda Rose García is a third-year student studying Spanish and Chicana/o Studies at the University
of New Mexico. Throughout her experience in higher education, Amanda has prioritized reconnecting
with her own roots and building community, as a third-generation Mexican American. Growing up in
New Mexico provides her with a unique cultural perspective unlike any other in the country, which
drives much of her academic, personal, and community work. “Of Motherhood, Caldo y Atole” is a
piece that, both, encapsulates her academic and personal goals, while also painting a vivid image of her
cherished home state in the beautiful Southwest. This poem, based on the experience of a friend,
considers the cultural realities of rural New Mexican life, including hardships of living off the land,
curanderismo practices, New Mexican food traditions, and the importance of family and querencia (a
love of home or place).
Eduardo García is currently a graduate student in Musicology in the Department of Music at the
University of New Mexico. He was born and raised in the border city of El Paso, Texas and performed

classical and mariachi music throughout his childhood in New Mexico and Texas. In addition to his
performances, Garcia actively worked towards educating people on these two music forms throughout
the border region. His research focuses on the dialogue between politics and identity in the cultural
and musical expressions of the U.S. Southwest. More specifically, his interests examine the roles that
music and muralism play in community and individual identity formation along the U.S.-Mexico
border region of New Mexico and Texas.
Esther Marie Garcia is an M.A. student at the University of New Mexico in the Chicana/o Studies
Department. In her academic work, she emphasizes the value of preserving oral histories and utilizes
writing, photography, and short films to document local culture and practices. In her quest to find a
way to express herself through language, she implements a photo-poetics method to exhibit her love
of poetry and South Valley cultural landscapes. She is currently collecting stories and poetry, and
documenting photographs of the rural area. Some of the stories come from people who are
underrepresented and in the margins, but are all powerful residents in the community. She feels
obligated to tell her personal stories and offer someone else the opportunity to share their own
experiences. She feels blessed to belong to a circle that motivates her daily to grow, develop, and
capture the group’s uniqueness. Her poetry comes from su corazón, her life-experiences, her
expressions of home, and the community where she feels nurtured and safe. She is the proud daughter
of New Mexico, and is strongly anchored in cultural traditions; she values the reflections and the
treasures of the Southwest. Writing poetry has reminded her that she is a strong and empowered
woman, una mujer sin vergüenza.
Diana Gourlay is a transplant from New Jersey who has fully embraced New Mexico. Even after
twenty-four years, she still feels there are many hidden gems to discover there. She especially enjoys
hiking in the various New Mexican landscapes and the weather. The light in New Mexico is amazing
and she aims to bring out the subtleties it provides. Gourlay attempts to be abstract but often the real
figurations of plants and animals find a way into the picture. The painting, Heat, depicts a spinning
world in the bright sunlight with a faceless blue woman, cactus, and bird. The summers can be intense
but the trio dances in celebration of that intensity. The other painting, Desert Spiral is about expansive
vistas and interconnectedness. Here, plants and birds show how everything is tied to the basic energy
of water, sun, and land. The birds looking at the viewer remind us that we are also part of the landscape
and of that interplay of energy.
Sutherland Jaramillo is a writer and educator born in the San Joaquín Valley of California and raised
in Albuquerque, New Mexico. She holds a B.A. in Spanish and an M.A. in Spanish and Southwest
Studies from the University of New Mexico. Her writing explores identity, place, memory, and grief.
Todas nosotras, a selection of four linked poems from a collection of poetry in Jaramillo’s master’s
thesis, La Llorona in Nuevomexicana Poetic Narratives: Reflections on Writing and Memory, explores
the familiar folk figure of La Llorona. Inspired by the writing of nuevomexicana poets, these poems
ponder identity, place, and memory in relation to New Mexican communities, and offer a reflection
on the role of women and elders as storytellers. These poems, together with the poetry collection,

engage with regional narratives of lore and reimaginations to tell the story of La Llorona as an
empowering narrative of resistance and healing.
Enrique R. Lamadrid taught folklore, literature, and cultural history at the University of New Mexico
from 1985–2009. His research interests include ethnopoetics, folklore and music, Chicano Literature,
bioregionalism, and cultural cartography. Lamadrid also edits the award-winning Querencias Series
at UNM Press. Querencia is a popular term in the Spanish-speaking world used to express love of
place and people. The UNM Alumni Association awarded him the Erna Fergusson Award in 2020. In
2019, he received the Premio Nacional "Enrique Anderson Imbert" de la Academia Norteamericana
de la Lengua Española in recognition of his advocacy for the Spanish language and traditions of Nuevo
México. That same year, the John D. Robb Award for Excellence in Music of the Southwest
acknowledged his dedication to music education and scholarship. In 2003, the prestigious Chicago
Folklore Prize honored his ethnography, Hermanitos Comanchitos: Indo-Hispano Rituals of Captivity
and Redemption and the American Folklore Society's Américo Paredes Prize applauded his cultural
activism and curatorial projects. This "species poem" is a memorial tribute to writer Rudolfo Anaya,
his inspirational literary works in every genre, his graciousness and humility as a cultural leader, and
his generosity to students and colleagues everywhere. It was a distinct honor to collaborate with him
on many projects.
Francisco LeFebre is a New Mexican Master muralist whose artistic career spans over fifty years and
whose work includes regional, national, and international productions. He has advocated for public
funding of mural art in New Mexico and abroad, through teaching, hosting workshops, and presenting
in public venues. As a New Mexican, he has worked closely with community members, legislators,
and public officials to expand art production in the state of New Mexico. In addition to his artwork,
he has written public commentaries about the significance of murals in order to stimulate public
discourse on art, education, and community vitality. Apart from the over one hundred murals he has
painted in his lifetime, he has participated in national and international discussions with other muralists
sharing work and ideas. His work has been depicted and illustrated in various art books nationally and
internationally. LeFebre was educated in the tradition of the Mexican School of Muralism through
intensive study and use of color, composition, and the Golden Section method to organize around a
focal point. The Mexican School of Muralism has left a foundational imprint throughout the world
because it advocates for the most vulnerable people in society through dynamic and esthetic cultural
commentary. The rigid disciple training and mentorship he received from some of Mexico’s most
renowned muralists is an important attribute that manifests itself in all of his murals.
Lucinda Lucero Sachs is currently working on a history of Nuevomexicanos from 1935 to 1950. She
has published a political biography, a novel, several short stories, and served as the review editor of
Boyer’s The American Nation. She coordinated the first Literary Arts Program at the National Hispanic
Cultural Center and chaired author month for the Albuquerque Tricentennial. Lucinda is a seventeenth
generation New Mexico Lucero and the great granddaughter of Moses Sachs, who came to New
Mexico and assimilated into Nuevomexicano culture. Lucinda and Lewis Real, her husband, live in
Alameda. The Chamisa themes of identity and culture are of great importance since they give proof

of where we are and from where we came. The cuento, If You Want, allows the reader to see
Nuevomexicano grit, courage, intelligence, and goodness. But the story also conveys the profound
mistakes of an individual and how very difficult, but necessary, it is to overcome the mood and actions
of prejudice. Lucinda does not write sentimental stories, for Nuevomexicanos are anything but that. If
You Want focuses on a culture and a people worth respecting and emulating.
Adriana Maresma Fois is a first-generation American of Cuban and Paraguayan roots who began
studying Spanish dance in Granada, Spain. She continued exploring her passion for the arts by
pursuing a B.A. in Fine Arts at the University of New Mexico, focusing on flamenco dance and
photography. Adriana’s unique fire and elegance are what have marked her style and personality as a
highly recognized artist. Her talent and dedication, as a dancer, choreographer, and director, have taken
her on numerous tours throughout the United States, Canada, South America, Asia, and Europe, where
she has performed with celebrated artists and companies including, María Benitez Teatro Flamenco,
Flamencos Enroute European Company, Zorongo Flamenco, Joaquín Ruíz, Antonio El Pipa Jerez, and
Carmen Linares, among others. Ms. Maresma Fois achieved her huge aspirations by dancing with the
New York City Metropolitan Opera and Plácido Domingo, the Boston Pops in El Amor Brujo, which
was televised on PBS, and as guest artist for the Vancouver Flamenco Festival. She choreographed
the opera, Carmen for the Opera D ́Avenches in Switzerland and was awarded First Place for her
choreography, La Puerta de Mi Sangre at the Bento International Dance Festival in Brazil. In 2006,
Adriana formed her own company, AMFlamenco Danza, based in Albuquerque and Jérez, Spain,
which continues to elate audiences with innovative and contemporary productions.
Rafael A. Martínez is an Assistant Professor in Southwest Borderlands at Arizona State University.
Rafael is the founder of the Humans of New Mexico project and the current advisor for the project.
Rafael’s teaching and research is centered in exploring the colonial legacies and contemporary
immigrant rights issues in the Southwest.
Rudy J. Miera was born and raised in Albuquerque, Rudy J. Miera attended Valley High School and
earned his B. A. in Art Education and Masters’ Degree from U.N.M. Married to MariAnne Brunacini
Miera, who is also a retired public school teacher, Rudy and MariAnne live in Corrales where he was
recently named the Village Poet Laureate. Rudy is the author of 2 novels that are published by
Floricanto Press: “The Fall and Rise of Champagne Sanchez” and “After Hours in Aztlán.”
Concurrent with teaching visual Art Fundamentals in public schools in Albuquerque and Santa Fe,
Rudy has developed a painting style that encompasses both naturalistic rendering of Southwestern
images and ‘Neo-Cubist’ approaches to New Mexican landscapes, traditional artifacts, and Mestizo
portraits. Ranging in subjects from portraits of Chicano family members to renderings of material
culture from luminarias to Pueblo architecture my paintings celebrate the artistic and psychological
landscapes of a people grounded in Faith, resistant to Neo-Colonialism, and hopeful for a cultural
exchange with Native Americans and their vision of continuing to be good stewards of ‘La Tierra
Sagrada.’

Rosalee Montoya attended New Mexico State University earning a BA in Journalism and an MA in
Higher Education and she retired from the University of New Mexico Cancer Center. She is an
alumnus of the National Hispana Leadership Institute, served as Board of Directors President, NM
Hispanic Women’s Council; Board of Directors President, La Casa Women’s Shelter; Regional
Member, Council for the Advancement and Support of Education in Washington, D.C; and was
featured in HWC’s Mujeres Valerosas, a documentary book of contemporary women leaders. Rosalee
is one of the founders and an editor of Metamorfosis, the first anthology of New Mexico Women's
writing in Spanish published by the National Hispanic Cultural Center; is co-author and translator of
the bilingual children’s book, Grandpa’s Magic Tortilla, a 2011 New Mexico Book Award winner.
Her stories and poems, published in English and Spanish, have appeared in journals such as
Lunarosity: Journal of Poetry and Fiction by Contemporary Authors, New Mexico Woman Magazine,
La Herencia, Metamorfosis and PerKeQue (Instituto Cervantes: Peking, China/Albuquerque, NM).
Rosalee currently lives in Costa Rica and is a member of the Costa Rica Writers Group. Rosalee
Montoya was born in Vaughn, New Mexico. The cuentos and dichos shared by her grandmothers of
their life experiences from Anton Chico and Tecolotito to Pastura and Duran served as reminders of
who her people were and where they came from – an oral history passed down of a familial presence
in NM since the early 1660s. This rich inheritance of the Spanish language, culture and traditions
continue to guide Rosalee today and influence her writing.
Tom Montoya is a life-long learner who has been privileged to have helped English Second Language
Learners understand and appreciate the beauty, power, and magic of words. He is a Chicano, English
as a Second Language student who enjoys writing short stories about his experiences while growing
up in a small village in New Mexico. Tom received a B.A. in Education, an M.A. in Educational
Administration and School Finance from the University of New Mexico. He taught high school for 36
years (29 years in Bernalillo, New Mexico and 7 years in Los Angeles.) The setting for “Spirit of the
Mound” is in Northern New Mexico, the characters were real people, and Gilbert and Tomás did herd
sheep and goats as young boys. The theme of the story is about struggling to survive through faith,
family unity, and courage. It is when writing, that he feels most alive.
Yvonne Montoya is a mother, dancemaker, bi-national artist, thought leader, writer, speaker, and the
founding director of Safos Dance Theater. Based in Tucson, Arizona, and originally from
Albuquerque, New Mexico, her work is grounded in and inspired by the landscapes, languages,
cultures, and esthetics of the U.S. Southwest. Montoya is a process-based dancemaker who creates
low-tech, site-specific, and site-adaptive pieces for nontraditional dance spaces. Though most wellknown in the U.S. Southwest, her choreography has been staged across the United States and in
Guatemala and her dance films screened at Queens University of Charlotte, North Carolina. and the
University of Exeter, United Kingdom. In addition to being the founding director, Montoya is the lead
choreographer for Safos Dance Theater; under her direction, the company won the Tucson Pima Arts
Council’s Lumie Award for Emerging Organization (2015). From 2017–2018, Montoya was a PostGraduate Fellow in Dance at Arizona State University, where she founded and organized the inaugural
“Dance in the Desert: A Gathering of Latinx Dancemakers.” Montoya is a 2019–2020 Kennedy Center
Citizen Artist Fellow, a member of the 2019–2020 Dance/USA Fellowships to Artists pilot program,

and recipient of the 2019 National Association of Latino Arts and Cultures (NALAC) POD grant and
the 2020 MAP Fund. She continues to work on “Dance in the Desert.” For more information visit
yvonnemontoya.co/.
Claudio Nolasco is a Dominican-born, documentary photographer currently residing in Miami,
Florida, where he is an assistant professor of photography at The University of Miami. Nolasco lived
in Albuquerque for a brief time and has continued to visit and make work about the city ever since,
with projects documenting the streets of Albuquerque (Surplus City), and a long-term photographic
project on the Rio Grande (El Bosque), among others. Claudio states that Albuquerque, New Mexico
is an odd, beautiful, and capricious place. Everything there is harshly lit and sharply rendered by the
desert sun. The light singes and extrudes, sharpening details that in other places would be softened by
water vapor and atmosphere. These details reveal this place as a unique amalgam, shaped by a long,
difficult history and a sometimes-uneasy blending of Indigenous American, Spanish, and Anglo
cultures, among others. Albuquerque’s uncertain prospects and, especially, its formidable landscape,
make it feel like a place to go to disappear. For him, Albuquerque has come to represent a threshold;
it could be a dead-end, or an opportunity to start anew and to fashion a different identity. The images
in his photobook, Surplus City (containing 90+ photographs, 5 of which are included in this issue)
distill the idiosyncratic artifacts and human geography that have defined his experience of
Albuquerque into a refracted reality fostered under the circumstances of its high-desert city limits.
Corilia Ortega is a third-year acequia farmer just north of Taos who grows food for her family and
neighbors. She views herself as fortunate to have learned from her parents and extensive support
system of land-based friends. She understands her ability to grow food as a cultivating practice that
allows her to preserve parts of her community's history and sense of belonging. The field brings Ortega
closer to the stories of her family and solidifies a connection to, “this special place.”
Froilán Orozco is a PhD student in the Language, Literacy and Sociocultural Studies in the College
of Education and the University of New Mexico. Froilán is currently co-director of Humans of New
Mexico. His interests are centered on curriculum development within Southwest education.
Shannon Parrales is a graduate from the University of New Mexico with a Bachelor of Arts in
Contemporary Dance. She is from the Pueblo of Pojoaque located in Northern New Mexico. Shannon
began dancing in 2014 at Dance Space Santa Fe, where she first discovered her passion for dance. She
has performed in over 10 dance productions including, styles in jazz, modern, and musical theater. In
2018 and 2019 Shannon was selected to join the University of New Mexico’s contemporary dance
repertoire, where she has worked with choreographers, such as Francesca Harper, Miguel Gutiérrez,
Amanda Hamp, Donna Jewell, and more.
María José Ramos Villagra is a community organizer interested in desire, levels of deepness, and
belonging. For fun, Villagra gardens, rides her bike, attends art shows, and hangs out with friends. For
money, she works as a mortgage banker for Homewise, a local mortgage, real estate, and financial

counseling
non-profit.
For
more
about
her,
http://mariacotecucha.wixsite.com/maria-jose-ramos.

you

can

visit

her

website:

Sylvia Ramos-Cruz is a retired general surgeon, world traveler, avid gardener, amateur historian, and
women’s rights activist still working to get the Equal Rights Amendment into the Constitution. Art in
all its forms, women’s lives, and every-day injustices inspire me to write. Her interest in women’s
history has led her to research and write about historic New Mexico women, road markers, and
suffragists. Her prize-winning poetry, prose, and photographs have appeared in local and national
publications including, Malpais Review, Encore: Prize Poems 2017, Journal of Latina Critical
Feminism, Southwest American Literature Journal, Artemis, Boricua en la Luna: Anthology of Puerto
Rican Poets, and La Crónica de Nuevo México, among others. Her May 29, 2020, In the Year of Our
Peril was named “Best” non-fiction work in the 2020 SOMOS contest. Railyards Trilogy: Poems and
Photographs, a multimedia collage work, is in the City of Albuquerque’s Public Art collection. “The
Place That Takes You In” speaks about her journey from Puerto Rico through New York to New
Mexico, her tercer hogar. The richness and beauty of this land manifested in its geographies, histories,
and cultures attracted her, welcomed her, and keeps her rooted here. SRCPoeta@outlook.com.

Anita Otilia Rodríguez was born in Taos in 1941. She is a painter, writer, poet, traditional
enjarradora (adobe finisher), and activist. She has lived, traveled, and worked in Mexico, China, and
Egypt, and has received international recognition. About her artwork, she states, “If you think about
it, creativity is the opposite of violence. It can bring social change without violence. I deliberately
paint for both intellectuals and people who don’t read because a lot of my people don’t read.” She is
the daughter of an artist and a raconteur-druggist, whose business was on the Taos plaza. Her mother,
Grace Graham King, provided art supplies, and her father, Alfredo Antonio Rodríguez, provided a
ringside seat to the plaza and the storytelling skills to capture the complicated history and cultural
drama of their town. After resurrecting the traditional New Mexican craft of enjarrando (adobe
finishing) and running an adobe business for twenty-five years, Anita became a full-time painter at
forty-seven and at fifty-five, she published her first book. Color is the most prominent feature of her
work and it carries enormous emotional content. Her work is deeply layered and narrative; sometimes,
a single painting can have two or more parallel story lines. Her work is suffused with symbols and is
full of surprises, jokes, and visual bi-lingual puns. She includes the Mexican skeleton, the calavera
because of its democratic character (you can’t tell if they are male, female, rich, poor or of any race
except the human). Animals also sneak into her paintings; they hide under leaves and behind things,
or else they take center stage, always suggesting multiple meanings.

Shelli Rottschafer completed her doctorate at the University of New Mexico in Latin American
Contemporary Literature (2005). Since 2006, Rottschafer has taught at Aquinas College, a small
liberal arts college in Grand Rapids, Michigan. She is a Professor of Spanish and teaches Spanish
Language, Chicanx and Latinx Literature, and Film and Gender Studies. She also has published two

collaborative poetry Chapbooks with Swimming with Elephants Publishing out of Albuquerque, New
Mexico. Rottschafer has published Place-based Creative Nonfiction in Wanderlust Journal of Travel
Essays. Her poem, “My Mother Had” was published in Hebraria 3.0. Her novella, Stay North from
Atmosphere Press in Austin, Texas is forthcoming (2021). Her short story, “Let’s Sing For Your
Granma” demonstrates that creativity heals. The story follows Ash, a veteran who returned home to
Gallup on the Navajo Reservation. His readaptation to civilian life is met with the challenge when his
grandmother is hospitalized for COVID-19. He learns to sing once again, for himself, for his elders,
for his community.
Julia Storch is a proud New Mexican who is currently an M.F.A. candidate in Dramatic Writing at
the University of New Mexico. As a child, her father took her family on tours of ghost towns
throughout the Southwest, a facet of the region’s culture that Storch believes she was unable to fully
appreciate until she spent time outside of New Mexico. While most of her time in New Mexico is spent
in her hometown of Albuquerque, she is fascinated by how variable[AJ1] the state can be. She
contends that even in New Mexico’s most abandoned places, these areas teem with life and vibrancy.
Natalia O. Treviño was born en la Ciudad de México to norteño parents. She is the author of “Virgin
X” and “Lavando la Dirty Laundry,” which has been translated and published in an Albanian and
Macedonian dual language edition. A Professor of English at Northwest Vista College in San Antonio,
Texas, her awards include the Alfredo Cisneros del Moral Award, the Dorothy Sargent Rosenberg
Poetry Award, and the Menada Literary Award. These poems reflect her current work dedicated to the
exploration of the Virgin Mary and her indigenous lineages as Guadalupe, Coatlicue, and Tonantzin.
She sees her as a Mother Goddess, who with her unlimited compassion, sorrows, and life-death forces
–a complex identity, rooted in the tension between the human and divine –unites spiritualities in Old
Mexico, New Mexico, and Las Américas.
María Varela is a community organizer, writer, lecturer, and civil rights photographer. She worked
for the Student Non-Violent Coordinating Committee (SNCC) from 1963–1967 in Alabama and
Mississippi, supporting community organizers with educational materials and photographs
(https://snccdigital.org/our-voices/learning-from-experience/part-1/). In 1968, Varela was invited by
Reies López Tijerina to work with the land grant movement in New Mexico. Some of her movement
photography appeared in La Revista Porqúe (Mexico City), Chicano Press Association newspapers,
and in numerous civil rights movement texts and photo exhibits. Three exhibits, We’ll Never Turn
Back (1980), This Light of Ours (2013–2014), and Time to Get Ready (2017) are currently traveling
across the United States. Varela was invited to northern New Mexico in 1969 to help start an
agricultural cooperative and a community health clinic. In 1982, she went on to support Latino and
Native American sheep farmers and weavers to preserve their land, water, and culture by creating
culturally sustainable economic development ventures. In 1990, María was awarded a MacArthur
fellowship for this work. The photos featured in this journal are a result of fifteen years of engagement
in these efforts.

Pico Villa is a Non-Binary Chicanx from the Fronteras (El Paso, Texas) going to graduate school in
Chicanx Studies. The multiple identities that I hold were seeded in the borderlands but flourished once
I moved to New Mexico through community support and the education I received at the University of
New Mexico. Both El Paso and Albuquerque have allowed me to express my identity and political
awareness through creative work. I believe in building solidarity and awareness for Queer and Trans
communities by providing oral stories along with visual representation I source from the community.
Marcus Zúñiga is an interdisciplinary artist, who creates time-based works that interact with their
surroundings to embody specified spatiotemporal relationships between human and cosmic bodies.
The primary theme of his work is locating place within the universe, and by extension, contemplating
local and cosmic scales of place, simultaneously. Zúñiga received his B.F.A. in Studio Art from the
University of New Mexico and his M.F.A. from Art Center College of Design in Pasadena, California.
Recent exhibitions include group shows at the Main Museum in Los Angeles, California; the Armory
Center for the Arts in Pasadena, California; the Center for Contemporary Arts in Santa Fe, New
Mexico; and a forthcoming solo exhibition at the Philosophical Research Society in Los Angeles.
Aztlán del Sol is an artistic writing that describes how multiculturalism enables us to see the universe
through perspectives that map our stellar origin and the consciousness of our primordial self to the
contemporary conditions we now inhabit. Zúñiga credits the disparate histories of New Mexico he
inherited as the nourishment that supports the ideas in this writing. He wrote this piece to think through
how his references are conflated and how the artwork he created under the same name of Aztlán del
Sol, both, emphasizes where they intersect while also embracing all the conditions that constitute their
individuality.

